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PREFACE. 


HIS edition of Mr. Trnomsox's wirks : 

wes defigned by him, and muſt be conſidered 
by the reader, as a collection of ſuch of his works 
as be thought worth preſerving, corrected and 
amended. If therefore any detached poems of 
bis have appeared in other collections, or are 
to be found in manuſcript in private hands, 
they are ſuch as his judgment rejected; and 
the publication ef them in any fulure edition 
of his words, or otherwiſe, would be coulra;y 
to bis will, and prejudicial to his meme y. 


It is hoped, that all his writings will appear 
much more aauantageoufly in their preſent 
form, (many redundancies being pruned away, 
and many faults of diftion corrected) than 
they did in their firſt publication. 
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The ARGUMERNT. 


The Subject ęropoſed. Inſcribed to the Counteſt IIART- 
FORD. The Seaſon is deſcribed as it affets the Vas 
ricus Parti of Nature, aſcending from the Lowery to the 
Higher ; and mixed <with Digreſſrens ariſing from the 
Sutject. Its Influence on inanimate Matter, on Ve- 
getables, on brute Animals, and laſt on Man; conclud- 
ing with a Diſuaſive from the awild ond irregular 
Paſfion of Lede, offoied to That if a pure and bappy 
Kind. 
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SPRING, 


OME, gentle Sraixc, Ethereal Mildneſs, come, 
'$ And from the Boſom of yon dropping Cloud, 
While Muſic wakes around, veil'd in a Shower 
Of ſhadowing Roles, on our Plains deſcend. 
OHarrTryoORD, fitted, or to ſhine in Courts 5 
With unaffected Grace, or walk the Plain 
With Innocence and Meditation join'd 
In ſoft Aſſemblage, liſten to my Song, 
Which thy own Seaſon paints ; when Nature all 
Is blooming, and benevolent, like thee. 10 
Ax Dd ſee where ſurly WrnTe paſſes off, 
Far to the North, and calls his ruffian Blaſts : 
His Blaſts obey, and quit the howling Hill, | 
The ſhatter'd Foreſt, and the ravag'd Vale ; | 
While ſofter Gales ſucceed, at whoſe kind Touch, 15; | 
Diſſolving Snows in livid Torrents loſt, 
The Mountains lift their green Heads to the Sky. 
As yet the trembling Year is unconfirm'd, 
And Wix rs oft at Eve reſumes the Breeze, 
Chills the pale Morn, and bids his driving Sleets 29 
Deform the Day delightleſs : ſo that ſcarce | 
The Bittern knows his Time, with Bill ingulpht, | 
'To ſhake the ſounding Marſh ; or from the Shore 
The Movers when to ſcatter ober the Heath, a 
And ſing their wild Notes to the liſtening Waſte. 
A r laſt from ries rolls the bounteous Son, 
And the bright Bull receives him. Then no more 
43 Tu' 
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'Th' expanſive Atmoſphere is cramp'd with Cold; 
But, full of Life and vivifying Soul, 
Lifts the light Clouds ſublime, and ſpreads them thin, 30 
Fleecy, and white, o'er all-ſurrounding Heaven. 
ForT # fly the tepid Airs; and unconfin'd, 

Unbinding Earth, the moving Soſtneſs ſtrays. 
Joyous, th' impatient Huſbandman perceives 
Relenting Nature, and his luſty Steers 
Drives from their Stalls, to where the well. us'd Plow 
Lies in the Furrow, looſen'd from the Froſt. 
There, anrefuſing to the harneſs d Yoke, 
They lend their Shoulder, and begin their Toil, 
Chear'd by the ſimple Song and ſoaring Lark. 40 
Meanwhile, incumbent o'er the ſhining Share, 
The Maſter leans, removes th' obſtructing Clay, 
Winds the whole Work, and fidelong lays the Glebe. 

Wulre, thro' the neighbouring Fields the Sower ſlalks, 
With meaſur'd Step; and, liberal, throws the Grain 45 
Into the fai:hful Boſom of the Ground. 
The Harrow follows barſh, and ſhuts the Scene. 

Be gracious, Hzavin! for now laborious Man 

Has done his Part. Ye foſtering Breezcs, blow ! 
Ye ſoftening Dews, ye tender Showers, deſcend! 50 
And temper all, thou world-reviving Sun, 
Into the perfect Year! Nor, ye, who live 
In Luxury and Eaſe, in Pomp and Price, 
Tink theſe loſt Themes unworthy of your Ear: 
Such Themes as theſe the rural Miko ſung 55 
To wide imperial Ree, in the full Height 
Of Elegance and Take, by Greece rehn'd, 
In anticat Times, the facred Plow employ'd 
Tue Kings, and awful Fathers of Mankind: 
And Some, with whom compar'd, your Inſect- Tribes 60 
Are but the Beings of a Summer's Day, 
Have held the Scale of Empire, rul'd the Storm 
Of mighty War; then, with victorious Hand, 
Piidain.ng 
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SPRING It 
Difdaining little Delicacies, ſeiz d 
The Plow, and greatly independant ſcorn'd 65 
All the vile Stores Corruption can beſtow. 

Y e generous Ba I Toxs, venerate the Plow ! 

And o'er your Hills, and long withdrawing Vales, 
Let Autumn ſpread his Treaſures to the Sun, 
Luxuriant, and unbounded ! As the Sea, 70 


Far thro' his azure turbulent Domain, 
Your Empire owns, and from a thouſand Shores 


Wafts all the Pomp of Life into your Ports; 

So with ſuperior Boon may your rich Soil, 

Exuberant, Nature's better Bleſſings pour 78 
O'er every Land, the naked Nations cloath, 

And be th' exhauſtleſs Granary of a World! 

No only thro the lenient Air this Change, 
Delicious, breathes ; the penetrative Sun, 

His Force deep darting to the dark Retreat 8 
Of Vegetation, ſets the ſteaming Power 

At large, to wander o'er the vernant Earth, 

In various Hues ; but chiefly thee, gay Green / 

Thou ſmiling Nature's univerſal Robe ! 

United Light and Shade ! where the Sight dwells 85 
With growing Strength, and ever-new Delight. 

F x 0 4 the moiſt Meadow to the wither'd Hill, 
Led by the Breeze, the vivid Verdure runs, — 
And ſwells, and deepens, to the cheriſh d Eye. 

The Hawthorn whitens ; and the juicy Groves go 
Put forth their Buds, unfolding by Degrees, 

Till the whole leafy Foreſt ſtands diſplay d, 

In full Luxuriance, to the ſighing Gales ; 

Where the Deer ruſtle thro the twining Brake, 

And the Birds fing conceal'd. At once, array'd 93 
In all the Colours of the fluſhing Year, 

By Nature's ſwift and ſecret- working Hand, 

The Garden glows, and fills the liberal Air 

With laviſh Fragrance ; while the promis'd Fruit 


Lies 


Lies yet a little Embryo, unperceiv'd, 100 
Within its crimſon Folds. Now from the Town 
Buried in Smoke, and Sleep, and noiſom Damps, 

Oft let me wander o'er the dewy Fields, 

Where freſhneſs breathes, and daſh the trembling Drops 
From the bent Buſh, as thro the verdant Maze 105 
Of Sweet-briar Hedges I purſue my Walk ; 

Or taſte the Smell of Dairy ; or aſcend 

Some Eminence, Avcusr a, in thy Plains, 

And ſee the Country, far-diffus'd around, 

One boundleſs Bluſh, one white-empurpled Shower 1 10 
Of mingled Bloſſoms ; where the raptur'd Eye 

Hurries from Joy to Jov, and, hid beneath 

The fair Proſuñon, yellow Autumn ſpies. 

Ir, bruſh'd from Raſſiam Wilds, a cutting Gale 
Riſe not, and ſcatter from his humid Wings 115 
The clammy Mildew ; or, dry- blowing, breathe 
Untimely Froft ; before whoſe baleful Blaſt 
The full-blown Spring thro all her Foliage ſhrinks, 
Joyleſs, and dead, a wide-dejefted Waſte, 

For oft, engender'd by the hazy North, 

Myriads on Myriads, Inſect-Armies waft 

Keen in the poiſon'd Breeze ; and waſteful eat, 
Thro Buds and Bark, into the blacken'd Core, 
'Their eager Way. A feeble Race! yet oft 

The ſacred Sons of Vengeance! on whoſe Courſe 125 
Corroſive Famine waits, and kills the Year. 
To check this Plague the ſkilful Farmer Chaf, 
And blazing Straw, before his Orchard burns ; 
Till, all involv'd in Smoke, the latent Foe 
From every Cranny ſuffocated falls: 


120 


130 
Or ſcatters o'er the Blooms the pungent Duſt , 
Of Pepper, fatal to the froſty Tribe : 
Or, when th'envenom'd Leaf begins to curl, 
Wich ſprinkled Water drowns them in their Neſt: - 
Nor, * 
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Nor, while they pick them up with buſy Bill, 135 
The little trooping Birds unwiſely ſcares. 

B x patient, Swains ; theſe cruel-ſeeming Winds 
Blow not in vain. Far hence they keep, repreſs'd, 


Thoſe deepening Clouds onClouds, ſurcharg'd with Rain, 
That o'er the vaſt Atlantic hither borne, . 140 


In endleſs Train, would quench the Summer-Blaze, 

And, chearleſs, drown the crude unripen'd Year. 
Tun North-Eaſt ſpends his Rage, and now, ſhut up 

Within his iron Caves, th' effuſive South 

Warms the wide Air, and o'er the Void of Heaven 145 

Breathes the big Clouds with vernal Showers diſtent. 

At firſt a duſky Wreath they ſeem to riſe, 

Scarce ſtaining Ether ; but by faſt Degrees, 

In Heaps on Heaps, the doubling Vapour fails 

Along the loaded Sky, and mingling deep 

Sits on th* Horizon round a ſettled Gloom. 

Not ſuch as wintry Storms on Mortals ſhed, 

Oppreſſing Life, but lovely, gentle, kind, 

And full of every Hope and every Joy, 

The Wiſh of Nature. Gradual, finks the Breeze, 155 

Into a perfect Calm; that not a Breath 

Is heard to quiver thro the cloſing Woods, 

Or ruſtling turn the many-twinkling Leaves 

Of Aſpin tall. Th' uncurling Floods, diffus d 

In glaſſy Breadth, ſeem thro deluſive Lapſe 160 

Forgetful of their Courſe. Tis Silence all, 

And pleafing Expectation. Herds and Flocks 

Drop the dry Sprig, and mute-imploring eye 

The falling Verdure. Huſh'd in ſhort Suſpenſe, 

The plumy People ſtreak their Wings with Oil, 165 

To throw the lucid Moiſture trickling off; : 

And wait th” approaching Sign to ſtrike, at once, 

Into the general Choir. Even Mountains, Vales, 

And Foreſts ſeem, impatient, to demand 

The promis'd Sweetneſs, Man ſuperior walks * 70 
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Amid the glad Creation, muſing Praiſe, 

And looking lively Gratitude. At laſt, 

The Clouds conſign their Treaſures to the Fields, 

And, ſoftly ſhaking on the dimpled Pool 

Preluſive Drops, let all their Moiſture flow, 175 

In large Effuſion o'er the freſhen'd World. N 

The ſtealing Shower is ſcarce to patter heard, 

By ſuch as wander thro the Foreſt. Walks, 

Beneath th' umbrageous Multitude of Leaves. 

But who can hold the Shade, while Heaven deſcends 180 

In univerſal Bounty, ſhedding Herbs, 

And Fruits, and Flowers, on Nature's ample Lap ? 

Swift Fancy fir'd anticipates their growth ; 

And, while the milky Nutriment diſtills, 

Beholds the kindling Country colour round. 185 
T x us all day long the full-diſtended Clouds 

Indulge their genial Stores, and well - ſnower d Earth 

Is deep enrich'd with vegetable Life; 

Till, in the weſtern Sky, the downward Sun 

Looks out, effulgent, from amid the Fluſh 190 

Of broken Clouds, gay - ſhifting to his Beam. 

The rapid Radiance inſtantaneous ſtrikes 

Th' illumin'd Mountain, thro the Foreſt ſtreams, 

Shakes on the Floods, and in a yellow Miſt, 

Fur ſmoaking o'er th interminable Plain, 195 

In twinkling Myriads lights the dewy Gems. 

Moiſt, bright, and green, the Landſkip laughs around. 

Full ſwell the Woods ; their every Muſick wakes, 

Mix'd in wild Concert with the warbligg Brooks 

Increas'd, the diſtant Bleatings of the 2 200 

The hollow Lows reſponſive from the Vales, 

Whence blending all the ſweeten'd Zephyr ſprings. 

Meantime reſracted from yon eaſtern Cloud, 

Beſtriding Earth, the grand ethereal Bow 

Shoots up immenſe ; and every Hue unfolds, 205 

In fair Proportion runuing from the Red, 
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To where the Violet fades into the Sky. 

Here, awful Ne w rox, the diſſolving Clouds 
Form, fronting on the Sun, thy ſhowery Priſm ; 
And to the ſage-inſtrufted Eye unfold 

The various Twine of Light, by thee diſclos'd 
From the white mingling Maze. Not ſo the Swain, 
He wondering views the bright Enchantment bend, 
Delightful, o'er the radiant Fields, and runs 
To catch the falling Glory ; but amaz'd 
Beholds th' amuſive Arch before him fly, 

Then vaniſh quite away. Still Night ſucceeds, 
A ſoften'd Shade, and ſaturated Earth 

Awaits the Morning-Beam, to give to Light, 
Rais'd thro ten thouſand different Plaſtic Tubes, 220 
The balmy Treaſures of the former Day. 

THe x fpring the living Herbs, profuſely wild, 
O'er all the deep-green Earth, beyond the Power 

Of Botaniſt to number up their Tribes: 

Whether he ſteals along the lonely Dale, 225 
In filent Search ; or thro the Foreſt, rank 

With what the dull Incurious Weeds account, 

Burſts his blind Way; or climbs the Mountain-Rock, 
Fir'd by the nodding Verdure of its Brow. 

With ſuch a liberal Hand has Nature flung 230 
Their Seeds abroad, blown them about in Winds, 
Innumerous mix'd them with the nurſing Mold, 

The moiſtening Current, and prolifick Rain. 

Bu T who their Virtues can declare? Who pierce 
With Viſion pure, into theſe ſecret Stores 235 
Of Health, and Life, and Joy ? The Food of Man, 
While yet he liv'd in Innocence, and told 
A Length of golden Years, unfleſn'd in Blood, 

A Stranger to the ſavage Arts of Life, 
Death, Rapine, Carnage, Surfeit and Diſeaſe, 240 
The Lord, and not the Jy rant of the World. 
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Tux firſt freſh Dawn then wak'd the gladden'd Race 
Of uncorrupted Man, nor bluſh'd to ſee 
The ſluggard ſleep beneath its ſacred Beam. 
For their light Slumbers gently fum'd away ; 245 
And up they roſe as vigorous as the Sun, 
Or to the Culture of the willing Glebe, 
Or to the chearful Tendance of the Flock. 
Meantime the Song went round; and Dance and Sport 
Wiſdom and friendly Talk, ſucceſſive ſtole 250 
Their Hours away. While in the roſy Vale 
Love breath'd his infant Sighs, from Anguiſh free, 
And full replete with Bliſs ; ſave the ſweet Pain, 
'That, inly thrilling, but exalts it more. 
Nor yet injurious Act, nor ſurly Deed, 255 
Was known among theſe happy Sons of Heaven ; 
For Reaſon and Benevolence were Law. 
Harmonious Nature too look'd ſmiling on, 
Clear ſhone the Skies, cool'd with eternal Gales, 
And balmy Spirit all. The youthful Sun 260 
Shot his beſt Rays, and ſtill the gracious Clouds 
Drop'd Fatneſs down; as, o'er the ſwelling Mead, 
The Herds and Flocks, commixing, play'd ſecure. 
This when, emergent from the gloomy Wood, 
The glaring Lion ſaw, his horrid Heart 26g 
Was mecken'd, and he join' d his ſullen Joy. 
For Muſick held the whole in perfect Peace: 
Soft figh'd the Flute; the tender Voice was heard, 
Warbling the vary'd Heart; the Woodlands round 
A pply'd their Quire ; and Winds and Waters flow'd 270 
In conſonance. Such were thoſe Prime of Days. 

B uv T now thoſe white unblemiſh'd Minutes, whence 
The fabling Poets took their golden Age, 
Are found no more amid theſe iron Times, 
Tneſe Dregs of Life! Now the diſtemper'd Mind 275 
Has loft that Concord of harmonious Powers, 
Which forms the Soul of Happineſs; and all 
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Ts off the Poiſe within : the Paſſions all 

Have burſt their Bounds ; and Reaſon half extinct, 

Or impotent, or elſe approving, ſees 230 

The foul Diſorder. Senſeleſs, and deform'd, 

Convulſive Anger ſtorms at large; or pale, 

And filent, ſettles into fell Revenge. 

Baſe Envy withers at another's Joy, 

And hates that Excellence it cannot reach. 285 

Deſponding Fear, of feeble Fancies ſull, 

Weak, and unmanly, looſens every Power. 

Even Love itſelf is Bitterneſs of Soul, 

A penſive Anguiſh pining at the Heart: 

Or, ſunk to ſordid Intereſt, feels no more 290 

That noble Wiſh, that never - cloy d Deſire, 

Which, ſelfiſh Joy diſdaining, ſeeks, alone, 

To bleſs the dearer Object of its Flame. 

Hope ſickens with Extravagance, and Grief, 

Of Life im patient, into Madnefs ſwells; 295 

Or in dead Silence waſtes the weeping Hours. 

Theſe, and a thauſand mix'd Emotions more, 

From ever-changing Views of Good and Ill, 

Form'd infinitely various, vex the Mind 

With endleſs Storm. Whence, deeply rankling, grows 

The partial Thought, a liſtleſs Unconcern, 301 

Cold, and averting from our Neighbour's Good ; 

Then dark Diſguſt, and Hatred, winding Wiles, 

Coward Deceit, and rufttan Violence. 

At laſt, extinct each ſocial Feeling, fell 305 

And joyleſs Inhumanity pervades, 

And petrifies the Heart. Nature difturb'd 

Is deem'd, vindictive, to have chang'd her Courſe. 
Hence, in old duſky Time, a Deluge came: 

When the deep-cleft diſparting Orb, that arch'd 310 

The central Waters round, impetuous ruſh'd, 

With univerſal Burſt, into the Gulph, 
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And o'er the high-pil'd Hills of fractur'd Earth 
Wide-daſh'd the Waves, in Undulation vaſt ; 

Till, from the Center to the ſtreaming Clouds, 315 
A ſhoreleſs Ocean tumbled round the Globe. 

THe Seaſons ſince have, with ſeverer Sway, 
Oppreſs'd a broken World : the Winter keen 
Shook forth his Waſte of Snows ; and Summer ſhot 
His peſtilential Heats. Great Spring, before, 320 
Green all the Year ; and Fruits and Bloſſoms bluſh's, 
In ſocial Sweetneſs, on the ſelf-ſame Bough. 

Pure was the temperate Air; an even Calm 
Perpetual reign'd, ſave what the Zephyrs bland 
Breath'd o'er the blue Expanſe : for then nor Storms 325 
Were taught to blow, nor Hurricanes to rage; 

Sound ſlept the Waters; no ſulphureous Glooms 
Swell'd in the Sky, and ſent the Lightning forth; 
While ſickly Damps, and cold autumnal Fogs, 

Hang not, relaxing, on the Springs of Life. 330 
But now, of turbid Elements the Sport, 

From Clear to Cloudy toſt, from Hot to Cold, 

And Dry to Moiſt, with inward- eating Change, 

Our drooping Days are dwindled down to Nought, 


Their Period finiſh'd ere tis well begun. 335 
A xD yet the wholeſome Herb neglected dies; 
Tho with the pure exhilarating Soul 


Of Nutriment and Health, and vital Powers, 

Beyond the Search of Art, tis copious bleſt. 

For, with hot Ravine fir'd, enſanguin'd Man 340 

Is now become the Lion of the Plain, 

And worſe. The Wolf, who from the nightly Fold 

Fierce-drags the bleating Prey, ne'er drunk her Milk, 

Nor wore her warming Fleece: nor has the Steer, 

At whoſe ſtrong Cheſt the deadly Tyger hangs, 345 

E'er plow'd for him. They too are temper'd high, 

With Hunger ſtung, and wild Neceſſity, 

Nor lodges Pity in their ſhaggy Breaſt. 1 
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But Man, whom Nature form'd of milder Clay, 
With every kind Emotion in his Heart, 

And taught alone to weep ; while from her Lap 
She pours ten thouſand Delicacies, Herbs, 

And Fruits, as numerous as the Drops of Rain 
Or Beams that gave them Birth : ſhall he, fair Form ! 
Who wears ſweet Smiles, and looks ere& on Heaven, 355 
E'er ſtoop to mingle with the prowling Herd, 

And dip his Tongue in Gore? The Beaſt of Prey, 
Blood-ſtain'd deſerves to bleed: but you, ye Flocks, 
What have you done ; ye peaceful People, What, 

To merit Death? You, who have given us Milk 360 
In luſcious Streams, and lent us your own Coat 
Againſt the Winter's Cold ? And the plain Ox, 

That harmleſs, honeſt, guileleſs Animal, 

In What has he offended ? He, whoſe Toil, 

Patient and ever-ready, clothes the Land 365 
With all the Pomp of Harveſt ; ſhall he bleed, 

And ſtruggling groan beneath the cruel Hands 

Even of the Clowns he feeds ? And That perhaps, 

To ſwell the Riot of th' autumnal Feaſt, 

Won by his Labour? This the feeling Heart 370 
Would tenderly ſuggeſt : but tis enough, 

In this late Age, adventurous, to have touch'd 

Light on the Numbers of the Samian Sage. 

High Heaven forbids the bold preſumptuous Strain, 
Whoſe wiſeſt Will has fix'd us in a State 375 
That muſt not yet to pure Perſection riſe. 

Beſides, who knows, how rais'd to higher Life, 

From Stage to Stage, the Vital Scale aſcends ? 

Now when the firſt foul Torrent of the Brooks, 
Swell'd with the vernal Rains, is ebb'd away ; 380 
And, whitening, down their moſſy tinctur'd Stream 
Deſcends the billowy Foam : now is the Time, 

While yet the dark-brown Water aids the Guile, 
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To tempt the Trout. The well diſſembled Fly, 
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The Rod fine-tapering with elaſtic Spring, 3% 
Snateh'd from the hoary Steed the floating Line, 
And all thy flender watry Stores prepare. 
But let not on thy Hook the tortur'd Worm, 
Convulſive, twiſt in agonizing Folds; 4 
Which, by rapacious Hunger ſwallow'd deep, 390 
Gives, as you tear it from the bleeding Brealt 
Of the weak helpleſs uncomplaining Wretch, 
Harſh Pain and Horror to the tender Hand. 

Wn nu, with his lively Ray, the potent Sun 
Has pierc'd the Streams, and rous'd the finny Race, 395 
Then, iſſuing chearful, to thy Sport repair; 
Chief ſhould the Weſtern Breezes curling play, 
And light o'er Ether bear the ſhadowy Clouds. 
High to their Fount, this Day, amid the Hills, 
And Woodlands warbling round, trace up the Brooks; 
The Next, purſue their rocky-channell'd Maze, 401 
Down to the River, in whoſe ample Wave 
Their little Naiads love to ſport at large. 
Juſt in the dubious Point, where with the Pool 
Is mix'd the trembling Stream, or where it boils 405 
Around the Stone, or from the hollow'd Bank, 
Reverted, plays in undulating Flow, 
There throw, nice-judging, the deluſive Fly; 
And, as you lead it round in artfut Curve, 
With Eye attentive mark the ſpringing Game, 410 
Strait as above the Surface of the Flood 
They wanton rife, or urg'd by Hupger leap, 
Then fix, with gentle Twitch, the barbed Hook : 
Some lightly tofling to the graſfy Bank, 
And to the ſhelving Shore, ſlow-dragging ſome, 415 
With various Hand proportion'd to their Force. | 
If yet too young, and eafily deceiv'd, 
A worthleſs Prey ſcarce bends your pliant Rod, 
Him, piteous of his Youth, and the ſhort Space 
He has enjoy'd the vital Light of Heaven, 28 
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Soft diſengage, and back into the Stream 

The ſpeckled Infant throw. But ſhould you lure 
From his dark Haunt, beneath 'the tangled Roots 

Of pendant Trees, the Monarch of the Brook, 
Behoves you then to ply your fineſt Art. 425 
Long time he, following cautious, ſcans the Fly ; 
And oft attempts to ſeize it, but as oft 

The dimpled Water ſpeaks his jealous Fear. 


At laſt, while haply o'er the ſhaded Sun 


Paſſes a Cloud, he deſperate takes 'the-Death, 430 


With ſullen Plunge. At once he darts along, 


Deep-ſtruck, and runs out all the lengthen'd Line ; 
Then ſeeks the fartheſt Ooze, the ſheltering Weed, 
The cavern'd Bank, his old ſecure Abode ; 


- And flies aloft, and flounces round the Pool, 435 


Indignant of the Guile. With yielding Hand, 
That feels him till, yet to his furious Courſe 
Gives way, you, now retiting, following now 
Acroſs the Stream, exhauſt his idle Rage: | 
Till floating broad upon his breathleſs Side, 440 


And to his Fate abandon'd, to the Shore 


You gaily drag your unreſiſting Prize. 

Tu vs paſs the temperate Hours: but when the Sun 
Shakes from his Noon day Throne the ſcattering Clouds, 
Even ſhooting liſtleſs Languor thro the Deeps; 445 
Then ſeek the Bank where flowering Elders croud, 
Where ſcatter'd wild the Lily of the Vale 
Its balmy Eſſence breathes, where Cowſlips hang 


'The dewy Head, where purple Violets lurk, 


With all the lowly Children of the Shade : 459 
Or lie reclin'd beneath yon ſpreading Aſh, 
Hung o'er the Steep ; whence, borne on liquid Wing, 


The ſounding Culver ſhoots ; or where the Hawk, 


High, in the beetling Cliff, his Airy builds. 
There let the Claſſic Page thy Fancy lead 445 
Thro rural Scenes; ſuch as tne Mantaas Swain 


ay . 

Paints in the matchleſs Harmony of Song. 

Or catch thy ſelf the Landſkip, gliding ſwift 

Athwart Imagination's vivid Eye: 

Or by the vocal Woods and Waters lull'd, 460 

And loſt in lonely Muſing, in a Dream, 

Confus'd, of careleſs Solitude, where mix 

Ten thouſand wandering Images of Things, 

Soothe every Guſt of Paſſion into Peace, 

All but the Swellings of the ſoften'd Heart, 465 

That waken, not diſturb the tranquil Mind. 
BeroLp yon breathing ProſpeR bids the Muſe 

Throw all her Beauty forth. But who can paint 

Like Nature? Can Imagination boaſt, 

Amid its gay Creation, Hues hke Hers ? 470 

Or can it mix them with that matchleſs Skill, 

And loſe them in each other, as appears 

In every Bud that blows ? If Fancy then 

Unequal fails beneath the pleaſing Taſk ; 

h what ſhall Language do? Ah where find Words 

Ting'd with ſo many Colours; and whoſe Power, 476 

To Life approaching, may perfume my Lays 

With that fine Oil, thoſe aromatic Gales, 

That inexhauſtive flow continual round? | 
YE T tho' ſucceſsleſs, will the Toil delight. 480 
Come then, ye Virgins, and ye Youths, whoſe Heart 

Have felt the Raptures of refining Love ; 

And thou, Amanpa, come, Pride of my Song | 

Form'd by the Graces, Lovelineſs itſelf ! 

Come with thoſe downcaſt Eyes, ſedate and ſweet, 48; 

Thoſe Looks demure, that deeply pierce the Soul; 

Where with the Light of thoughtful Reaſon mix'd, 

Shines lively Fancy and the feeling Heart: 

Oh come! and while the roſy footed May | 

Steals bluſhing on, together let us tread 490 

The Morning- Dews, and gather in their Prime 

Freſb-blooming Flowers, to grace thy braided Hair, F 
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And thy lov'd Boſom that improves their Sweets. 
Sx ex, where the winding Vale its laviſh Stores, 
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Irriguous, ſpreads. See, how the Lily drinks 495 


The latent Rill, ſcarce oozing thro' the Graſs, 

Of Growth luxuriant; or the humid Bank, 

In fair Profuſion, decks. Long let us walk, 

Where the Breeze blows from yon extended Field 

Of bloſſom'd Beans. Arabia cannot boaſt 500 
A fuller Gale of Joy than, liberal, thence 

Breathes thro the Senſe, and takes the raviſh'd Soul. 
Nor is the Mead unworthy of thy Foot, 

Full of freſh Verdure, and unnumber'd Flowers, 

The Negligence of Nature, wide, and wild ; 50g 
Where, undiſguis'd by mimic Art, ſhe ſpreads 
Unbounded Beauty to the roving Eye. 

Here their delicious Taſk the fervent Bees, 

In ſwarming Millions, tend. Around, athwart, 
Thro the ſoft Air, the buſy Nations fly, 510 
Cling to the Bud, and, with inſerted Tube, 

Suck its pure Eſſence, its ethereal Soul. 

And oft, with bolder Wing, they ſoaring dare 


The purple Heath, or where the Wild thyme grows, 


And yellow load them with the luſcious Spoil. 515 
Ar length the finiſh'd Garden to the View 

Its Viſtas opens, and its Alleys green. 

Snatch'd thro' the verdant Maze, the denied Eye 


Diſtracted wanders; now the bowery Walk 


Of Covert cloſe, here ſcarce a ſpeck of Day 520 
Falls on the lengthen'd Gloom, protracted ſweeps ; 
Now meets the bending Sky, the River now 

Dimpling along, the breezy-ruffled Lake, 

The Forett darkening round, the glittering Spire, 

Th' etherea! Mountain, and the diſtant Main, 526 
But why fo far excurſive? when at Hand, 

Along theſe bluſbir g Borders, bright with Dew, 

Aud in yon mingled Wilderneſs of Flowers, 
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Fair-handed Spring unboſoms every Grace: 

'Throws out the Snow-drop, and the Crocus firſt; 5 30 
- The Daiſy, Primroſe, Violet darkly blue, 

And Polyanthus of unnumber'd Dyes ; 

The yellow Wall-Flower, ſtain'd with iron Brown; 
And laviſh Stock that ſcents the Garden round. 

From the ſoft Wing of vernal Breezes ſhed, 535 
Anemonies; Auriculas, enrich'd - 

With ſhining Meal o'er all their velvet Leaves ; 

And full Ranunculas, of glowing Red. 

Then comes the Tulip-Race, where Beauty plays 

Her idle Freaks: from Family diffus'd 540 
To Family, as flies the Father Duſt, 

The varied Colours run; and, while they great 

On the charm'd Eye, th exalting Floriſt marks, 

With ſecret. Pride the Wonders of his Hand. 

No gradual Bloom is wanting; from the Bud, 54; 
Firſt- born of Spring, to Summer's muſky Tribes: 

Nor Hyacinths, of pureſt virgin White, 

Low bent, and bluſhing inward ; nor Jonquils, 

Of potent Fragrance ; nor Narciſſus fair, 

As o'er the fabled Fountain hanging ſtill : 550 
Nor broad Carnations ; nor gay ſpotted Pinks ; 

Nor, ſhower'd from every Buſh, the Damaſk-roſe, 

Infinite Numbers, Delicacies, Smells, 

Wich Hues on Hues Expreſhon cannot paint, 

The Breath of Nature, and her endleſs Bloom. 555 

Hail, Souxcs or BEING! UNIVERSAL Sour 

Of Heaven and Earth! EssEXTIAL PazseNCE, hail 

To Tues I bend the Knee; to TuzE my Thoughts, 

Continual, climb; who, with a Maſter-hand, 

Haſt the great Whole into Perfection touch d. 560 

By Tree the various vegetative Tribes, 

Wrapt in a filmy Net, and clad with Leaves, 

Draw the live Ether, and imbibe the Dew. 

By Taxes diſpos d into congenial Soils, 
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Stands each attractive Plant, and ſucks, and ſwells 565 
The juicy Tide; a twining Maſs of Tubes. 
At Tur Command the vernal Sun awakes 
The torpid Sap, detruded to the Root 
By wintry Winds, that now in fluent Dance, 
And lively Fermentation, mounting, ſpreads 570 
All this innumerous-colour'd Scene of things. 

As riſing from the vegetable World 
My Theme aſcends, with equal Wing aſcend, 
My panting Muſe ; and hark, how loud the Woods 
Invite you forth in all your gayeſt Trim. 575 
Lend me your Song, ye Nightingales ! oh pour 
The mazy-running Soul of Melody 
Into my varied Verſe! while I deduce, 
From the firſt Note the hollow Cuckoo ſings, 

The Symphony of Spring, and touch a Theme 58a 
Unknown to Fame, the Paſſion of the Greves. 7 
Wu firſt the Soul of Love is ſent abroad, 

Warm thro the vital Air, and on the Heart 

Harmonious ſeizes, the gay Troops begin, 

In gallant Thought, to plume the painted Wing; 585 

And try again the long-forgotten Strain, 

At firſt faint-warbled. - But no ſooner grows 

The ſoft Infuſion prevalent, and wide, 

Than, all alive, at once their Joy o'erflows 

In Mufick unconſin d. Up-ſprings the Lark, 590 

Shrill-voic'd, and loud, the Meſſenger of Morn ; 

Ere yet the Shadows fly, he mounted ſings | 

Amid the dawning Clouds, and from their Haunts 

Calls up the tuneful Nations. Every Copſe 

Deep tangled, Tree irregular, and Buſh 595 

Bending with dewy Moiſture, o'er the Heads 

Of the coy Quiriſters that lodge within, 

Are prodigal of Harmony. 'The Thruſh 

And Wood-lark, o'er the kind contending Throng 

Superior heard, run thro the ſweeteſt Length 659 
Vor. I. B 
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Of Notes; when liſtening Phi/amela deigns 
To let them joy, and purpoſes, in Thought 
Elate, to make her Night excel their Day. 
The Black- bird whiſtles from the thorny Brake; 
The mellow Bullfinch anſwers from the Grove : 6og 
Nor are the Linnets, o'er the flowering Furze 
Pour'd out profuſely, ſilent. Join'd to Theſe 
| Innumerous Songfters, in the freſhening Shade 
Of new-ſprung Leaves, their Modulations mix 
Melliluous. The Jay, the Rook, the Daw, 619 
And each harſh Pipe diſcordant heard alone, 
Aid the full Concert: while the Stock-dove breathes 
A melancholy Murmur thro the whole. 5 

TIis Love creates their Melody, and all 
This Waſte of Muſic is the Voice of Love; 615 
That even to Birds, and Beaſts, the tender Arts 
Of pleaſing teaches. Henee the gloſſy kind 
Try every winning way inventive Love 
Can diate, and in Courtſhip to their Mates 
Pour forth their little Souls. Firſt, wide around, 620 
With diſtant Awe, in airy Rings they rove, 
Fndeavouring by a thouſand Tricks to catch 
The cunning, conſcious, half-averted Glance 
Of their regardleſs Charmer. Should ſhe ſeem 
Softening the leaſt Approvance to beſtow, 623 
Their Colours burnith, and by Hope inſpir'd, 
They briſk advance; then, on a ſudden ſtruck, 
Retire diſorder d; then again approach; 
In fond rotation ſpread the ſpotted Wing, 
And ſhiver every Feather with Deſire. 630 

Cosu la Leagues agreed, to the deep Woods 
They halte away, all as their Fancy leads, 
Pleaſure, or Faod, or ſecret Safety prompts ; 
That NaTuRE's great Command may be obey d, 
Nor all the ſweet Senſations they perceive 635 
Indulg'd in van. Some to the Holly-Hedge 
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Neſtling repair, and to the Thicket ſome ; 
Some to the rude Protection of the Thorn 
Commit their feeble Offspring. The cleft Tree 
Offers itz kind Concealment to a Few, 648 
Their Food its Inſects, and its Moſs their Neſts. 
Others apart far in the graſſy Dale, 
Or roughening Waſte, their humble Texture weave. 
But moſt in woodland Solitudes delight, 
In unfrequented Glooms, or ſhaggy Banks, 645 
Steep, and divided by a babbling Brook, 
Whoſe Murmurs ſoothe them all the live-long Day, 
When by kind Duty fixd. Among the Roots 
Of Hazel, pendant o'er the plaintive Stream, 
They frame the firſt Foundation of their Domes; 6;6 
Dry Sprigs of Trees, in artful Fabrick laid, 
And bound with Clay together. Now 'tis nought 
But reſtleſs Hurry thro the buſy Air, 
Beat by unnumber'd Wings. The Swallow ſweeps 
The ſlimy Pool, to build his banging Houſe £58 
Intent. And often, from the carele's Back 
Of Herds and Flocks, a thouſand tugging B:!!s 
Pluck Hair and Wool; and oft, when unobſerv d, 
Steal from the Barn a Straw : till ſoft and warm, | 
Clean, and compicat, their Habitation grows. 66 

As thus the patient Dam aſſiduous ſits, 
Nat to be tempted from her tender Taſk, 
Or by ſharp Hunger, or by ſmooth Delight, 
Tho the whole looſen'd Sprirg around Her blows, 
Her ſy mpathizing Lover takes his Stand 665 
High on th' opponent Bank, and ceaſeleſs fings 
Ihe tedious Time away; or elſe ſupplies 
Her place a moment, while ſhe ſudden flits 
To pick the ſcanty Meal. Th' appointed Time 
With pious Toll ſulfill'd, the callow Young, 670 
Warm'd and expanded into perfect Life, 
Their brittle Bondage break, and come to Light, 
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A helpleſs Family, demanding Food 
With conſtant Clamour. O what Paſſions then, 
What melting Sentiments of kindly Care, 673 
On the new Parents ſeize! Away they fly 
Aﬀectionate, and undeſiring bear 
The moſt delicious Morſel to their Young, 
Which equally diſtributed, again 
The Search begins. Even ſo a gentle Pair, 680 
By Fortune ſunk, but form'd of generous Mold, 
And charm'd with Cares beyond the vulgar Breaſt, 
In ſome lone Cott amid the diſtant Woods, 
Suſtain'd alone by providential Heaven, 
Oft, as they weeping eye their infant Train, 685 
Check their own Appetites and give them all. 

Nox Toil alone they ſcorn : exalting Love, 
By the great Far ER or THE SPRING inſpir'd, 
Gives inſtant Courage to the fearful Race, 


And to the /imple Art. With ſtealthy Wing, 690 


Should ſome rude Foot their woody Haunts moleſt, 

Amid a neighbouring Buſh they filent drop, 

Ard whirring thence, as if alarm'd, deceive 

Th' unfeeling School-Boy. Hence, around the Head 
Of wandering Swain, the white wing' d Plover wheels 
Her ſounding Flight, and then directly on 696 
In long Excurſion ſkims the level Lawn, 

To tempt him from her Neſt. The Wild-Duck, hence, 
O'er the rough Moſs, and o'er the trackleſs Waſte 

The Heath-Hen flutters, (pious Fraud !) to lead 700 
'The hot purſuing Spaniel far aſtray. | 

BE not the Muſe aſham'd, here to bemoan 
Her Brothers of the Grove, by tyrant Man 

Inhuman caught, and in the narrow Cage 
From Liberty confin'd, and boundleſs Air. 
Pull are the pretty Slaves, their Plumage dull, 
Ragged, and all its brightening Luſtre loſt ; 
Nor is that ſprightly Wildneſs in their Notes, 
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Which, clear and vigorous, warbles from the Beech. 
Oh then, ye Friends of Love and Love-taught Song, 
Spare the ſoft Tribes, this barbarous Art forbear ! 711 
If on your Boſom Innocence can win, 

Muſic engage, or Piety perſuade. 

Buer let not chief the Nightingale lament 
Her ruin'd Care, too delicately fram'd 715 
To brook the harſh Confinement of the Cage. 

Oft when, returning with her loaded Bill, 

Th' aſtoniſh'd Mother finds a vacant Neſt, 

By the hard Hand of unrelenting Clowns 

Robb'd, to the Ground the vain Proviſion falls; 729 
Her Pinions ruffle, and low-drooping ſcarce 

Can bear the Mourner to the poplar Shade ; 

Where, all abandon'd to Deſpair, ſhe ſings 

Her Sorrows thro the Night ; and, on the Bough, 
Sole. ſitting, ſtill at every dying Fall 725 
Takes up again her lamentable Strain 

Of winding Woe; till wide around the Woods 

Sigh to her Song, and with her Wail reſound. 

Buer now the feather'd Youth their former Bounds, 
Ardent, diſdain ; and, weighing oft their Wings, 730 
Demand the free Poſſeſſion of the Sky. 

This one glad Office more, and then diſſolves 
Parental Love at once, now needleſs grown. 
Unlaviſh ;/dom never works in vain. 
"Tis on ſome Evening, ſunny, grateful, mild, 735 
When nought but Balm is breathing thro the Weod:, 
With yellow Luftre bright, that the new Tribes 
Viſit the ſpacious Heavens, and look abroad 
On Nature's Common, far as they can ſee, | 
Or wing, their Range, and Paſture. O'er the Bougis 740 
Dancing about, ſtill at the giddy Verge 
Their Reſolution fails; their Pinions till, 
In looſe Libration ſtretch'd, to truſt the Void 
Trembling refuſe ; till down before them fly 
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'T he Parent-Guides, and chide, exhort, command, "48 

Cr puſh them off. The ſurging Air receives 

The plumy Burden ; and their ſelf-taught Wings 

V/innow the waving Element. On Ground 

Alighted, bolder up again they lead, 

Farther and farther on, the lengthening Flight; 730 
Till vaniſh'd every Fear, and every Power 
Rouz'd into Life and Action, Tight in Air oy 
Th' acquitted Parents fee their ſoaring Race, 
And once rejoicing never know them more. 

H 1G n from the Summit of a craggy Clif, 755 
Hung o'er the Deep, ſuch as amazing frowns 
On utmoit “ K:/da's Shore, whoſe lonely Race 
Refign the ſetting Sun to Indian Worlds, 

The royal Eagle draws his vigorous Young, 
Strong-pounc'd, and ardent with paternal Fire, 
Now fit to raiſe a Kingdom of their own, 

He drives them from his Fort, the towering Seat, 
For Ages, of his Empire; which, in Peace, 
Uaſtain'd he holds, while many a League to fea 
He wings his Courſe, and preys in diftant Iles. 765 

SHouLD | my Steps turn to the rural Seat, 

Whoſe lofty Elms, and venerable Ons, 

Invite the Rook, who high amid e Eeughs, 

In early Spring, his airy City buiiws, 

And ceaſeleſs caws amuſive ; there, weh-picz'd, 770 
I might the various Polity ſarvey 

OF the mixt Houſhold-Kind. The careful Hen 
Calls all ber chirping Family around, 

Fed, and defended by the fearleſs Cock, 

Whoſe Breaſt with ardour flames, as on he walks, 775 Ne 
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Graceful, and crows Defiance. In the Pond, Bl. 
The ſinely- checker d Duck, before her Train, Ar 
Rows garrulous. The ſtately ſailing Swan Ar 
Gives out his ſnowy Plumage to the Gale; O'. 
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And, arching proud his Neck, with oary Feet 780 
Bears forward fierce, and guards his Oſier - Iſie, 


Protective of his Voung. The Turkey nigh, 
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Loud-threatning, reddens ; while the Peacock ſpreads 

His every-colout'd Glory to the Sun, 

And ſwims in radiant Majeſty along. 785 

O'er the whole homely Scene, the cooing Dove 

Flies thick in amorous Chace, and wanton rolls 

The glancing Eye, and turns the changeful Neck. 
WHILE thus the gentle Tenants of the Shade 

Indulge their purer Loves, the rougher World 790 

Of Brutes, below, ruſh farious into Flame, 

And fierce Defire. Thro all his laſty Veins 

The Bull, deep-ſcorch'd, the raging Paſſion feels, 

Of Paſture fick, and negligent of Food, 

Scarce ſeen, he wades among the yellow Broom, 795 

While o'er his ample Sides the rambling Sprays 

Luxuriant ſhoot ; or thro the mazy Wood 

Dejefted wanders, ner th' inticing Bud 

Crops, tho it preſſes on his careleſs Senſe. 

And oft, in jealous madning Fancy wrapt, 800 

He ſecks the Fight ; and, idly-butting, feigns 

His Rival gor'd in every knotty Trunk. 

Him ſhould he meet, the hellowing War begins; 

Their Eyes flaſh Fury; to the hollow'd Earth, : 

Whence the Sand flies, they mutter bloody Deeds, 80 5 

And groaning deep th' impetuous Battle mix: 

While the fair Heifer, balmy-breathing, near, 

Stands kindling up their Rage. The trembling Steed, 

With this hot Impulſe ſeiz' d in every Nerve, 


cs, 775 Nor heeds the Rein, nor hears the ſounding Thong; 810 


Blows are not felt; but toſſing high his Head, 

And by the well-known Joy to diſtant Plains 
Attracted ſtrong, all wild he burſts away; 

O'er Rocks, and Woods, and craggy Mountains flies ; 


And And, neighing, on the aerial Summit takes 815 
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Th' exciting Gale ; then, ſteep-deſcending, cleaves 
The headlong Torrents foaming down the Hills, 
Even where the Madneſs of the ſtraiten d Stream 
Turns in black Eddies round : ſuch is the force 
With which his frantick Heart and Sinews ſwell. 8 20 
Nos undelighted, by the boundleſs Spring, 
Are the broad Monſters of the foaming Deep : 
From the deep Ooze and gelid Cavern rous'd, 
They flounce and tumble in unwieldy Joy. : 
Dire were the Strain, and diſſonant, to ſing 825 
The cruel Raptures of the Savage Kind : 
How by this Flame their native Wrath ſublim'd, 
They roam, amid the Fury of their Heart, 
The far-reſounding Waſte in fiercer Bands, 
And growl their horrid Loves. But this the Theme 830 
I fing, enraptur'd, to the BaITIsAH Fails, 
Forbids, and leads me to the Mountain-brow, 
Where ſits the Shepherd on the graſſy Turf, 
Inhaling, healthful, the deſcending Sun. 
Around him feeds his many-bleating Flock, 835 
Of various Cadence; and his ſportive Lambs, 
This way and that convolv'd, in friſkful glee, 
Their Frolicks play. And now the ſprightly Race 
Invites them forth ; when ſwift, the Signal given, 
They ſtart away, and ſweep the maſſy Mound 840 
That runs around the Hill; the Rampart once 
Of iron War, in ancient barbarous Times, 
When diſunited Bar ain ever bled, 
Loſt in eternal Broil : ere yet ſhe grew 
To this deep-laid indiſſoluble State, $45 
Where Wealth and Commerce lift the golden Head; 
And, o'er our Labours, Liberty and Lanv, 
Impartial, watch, the Wonder of a World ! 
WHaT is this mighty Breath, ye Curious, ſay, 
That, in a powerful Language, felt not heard, 850 


Inſtructs the Fowls of Heaven ; and thro their 3 
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Theſe Arts of Love diffuſes ? What, but Go p? 
Inſpiring Go Þ ! who boundleſs Spirit all, 
And unremitting Energy, pervades, 
Adjuſts, ſuſtains, and agitates the Whole. 855 
He ceaſeleſs works alone, and yet alone | 
Seems not to work; with ſuch perfection fram'd 
Is this complex ſtupendous Scheme of Things. 
But, tho conceal'd, to every purer Eye 
Th informing Author in his Works appears: 860 
Chief, lovely Spring, in thee, and thy ſoft Scenes, 
The SmiLinG Go is ſeen ; while Water, Ear:h, 
And Air atteſt his Bounty ; which exalts 
The Brute-Creation to this finer Thought, 
And annual melts their undeſigning Hearts $65 
Profuſely thus in Tenderneſs and Joy. 

ST1LL let my Song a nobler Note aſſume, 
And ſing th' infuſive Force of Spring on Man; 
When Heaven and Earth, as if contending vye 
To raiſe his Being, and ſerene his Soul. 870 
Can he forbear to join the general Smile 
Of Nature? Can fierce Paſſions vex his Breaſt, 
While every Gale is Peace, and every Grove 
Is Melody? Hence! from the bounteous Walks 
Of flowing Spring, ye ſordid Sons of Earth, 875 
Hard, and unfeeling of another's Woe, 
Or only laviſh to yourſelves ; away 
But come, ye generous Minds, in whoſe wide Thought, 
Of all his Works, c EATIVE Bounty burns, 
With warmeſt Beam ; and on your open Front, $89 
And liberal Eye, fits, from his dark Retreat, 
Inviting modeſt Want, Nor, till invok'd, 
Can reſtleſs Goodneſs wait; your active Search 
Leaves no cold wintry Corner unexplor'd ; 
Like filent working Hz aven, ſurprizing oft 88 5 
The lonely Heart with unexpected God. 
For you the roving Spirit of the Wind 
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Blows Spring abroad ; for you the teaming Clouds 
Deſcend in glaciome Plenty o'er the World; 

And the Sun ſheds his kindeſt Rays for you, 890 
Ye Flower of human Race !—In theſe green Days, 
Reviving Sickneſs lifts her languid Head; 

Life flows afreſh; and young-ey'd Health exalts 

The whole Creation round. Contentment walks 

The ſunny Glade, ard feels an inward Bliſs 895 
Spring o'er his Mind, beyond the Power of Kings 
To purchaſe. Pure Serenity apace 

Induces Thought, and Contemplation till. 

By ſwift degrees the Love of Nature works, 

And warms the Boſom ; till at laſt ſublim'd goo 
To Rapture, and enthuſiaſtic Heat, 

We feel the preſent DEI v, and taſte 

The Joy of Goo to ſee a happy World! 

Tus are the Sacred Feelings of thy Heart, 
Thy Heart inform'd by Reaſon's purer Ray, 905 
O LyT1TLETON, the Friend! thy Paſhons thus 
And Meditations vary, as at large, 

Courting the Muſe, thro HATE y-Parxx you ftray, 
Thy Britih Tempe ! There along the Dale, 

With Woods o'er-hung, and ſhag'd with moſſy Rocks, 
Whence on each hand the guſhing Waters play, 911 
Ard down the rough Caſcade white-daſhing fall, 

Or gleam in lengthen'd Viſta thro the Trees, 

You ſilent fteal ; or fit beneath the Shade 

Of ſolemn Oaks, that tuft the ſwelling Mounts 915 
Thrown graceful round by Nature's careleſs Hand, 
And penſive liſten to the various Voice 

Of rural Peace: the Herds, the Flocks, the Birds, 
The hollow-whiſpering Breeze, the Plaint of Rills, 


Tat, purling down amid the twiſted Roots 920 


Which creep around, their dewy Murmurs ſhake 
On the ſooth'd Ear. From theſe abſtracted oft, 
You wander thro the Philoſophic World; 
| es Where 


Where 


Where in bright Train continual Wonders riſe, 
Or to the curious or the pious Eye. 925 


And oft, conducted by Hiſtoric Truth, 

You tread the long Extent of backward Time: 
Planning, with warm Benevolence of Mind, 

And honeſt Zeal unwarp'd by Party-Rage, 
BariTANNIa's Weal ; how from the venal Gulph 930 
'To raiſe her Virtue, and her Arts revive. 

Or, turning thence thy View, theſe graver Thoughts 
The Muſes charm : while, with ſure Taſte refin'd, 
You draw th' inſpiring Breath of antient Song; 

Till nobly riſes, emulous, thy own. 935 
Perhaps thy lov'd Lucinda ſhares thy Walk, 

With Soul to thine attun'd. Then Nature all 

Wears to the Lover's Eye a Look of Love; 
And all the Tumult of a guilty World, 

Toſt by ungenerovs Paſſions, finks away. 949 
The tender Heart is animated Peace ; | 
And as it pours its copious Treaſures forth, 

In vary'd Converſe, ſoftening every Theme, 

You, frequent-pauſing, turn, and from her Eyes, 
Where meeken'd Senſe. and amiable Grace, 943 
And lively Sweetneſs dwell, enraptur'd, drink 


That nameleſs Spirit of etherial Joy, 


Inimitable Happineſs ! which Love, 

Alone, beſtows, and on a fawour'd Fab! 

Meantime you gain the Height, from whoſe fair Brow 
The burſting Proſpect ſpreads immenſe around; 951 
And ſnatch'd o'er Hill and Dale, and Wood and Lawn, 
And verdant Field, and darkening Heath between, 
And Villages emboſom'd ſoft in Trees, 

And ſpiry Towns by ſurging Columns mark'd gg: 
Of houſhold Smoak, your Eye excurſive roams : 
Wide-ſtretching from the Hall, in whoſe kind aunt 
The Heſpitable Genius lingers ſtill, 

To Where the broken Landſkip, by Degrees, 


Aſcending, 


26 S PRIN G. 


Aſcending, roughens into rigid Hills; 960 
O'er which the Cambrian Mountains, like far Clouds 
That ſkirt the blue Horizon, duſky, rife. 

Fu u.s n'b by the Spirit of the genial Year, 

Now from the Virgin's Cheek a freſher Bloom 
Shoots, leſs and leſs, the live Carnation round; 965 
Her Lips bluſh deeper Sweets; ſhe breathes of Youth 
The ſhining Moiſture {wells into her Eyes, 

In brighter Flow ; her wiſhing Boſom heaves, 

With Palpitations wild; kind Tumults ſeize 

Her Veins, and all her yielding Soul is Love. 970 
From the keen Gaze her Lover turns away, 

Full of the dear exſtatic Power, and fick 

With ſighing Languiſhment. Ah then, ye Fair! 

Be greatly cautious of your fliding Hearts: 

Dare not th' infectious Sigh ; the pleading Look, 975 
Down-caſt, and low, in meek Submiſſion dreſt, 

But full of Guile. Let not the fervent Tongue, 
Prompt to deceive, with Adulation ſmooth, 

Gain on your purpos'd Will. Nor in the Bower, 
Where Woodbines flaunt, and Roſes ſhed a Couch, 980 
While Evening draws her crimſon Curtains round, 
Truſt your ſoft Minutes with betraying Man. 

Ax Þ let th' afpiring Youth beware of Love, 
Of the ſmooth Glance beware; for 'tis too late, 
When on his Heart the 'Torrent- Softneſs pours. 985 
Then Wiſdom proſtrate lies, and fading Fame 
Diſſolves in Air away; while the fond Soul, 

Wrapt in gay Viſions of unreal Bliſs, 

Still paints th' illuſive Form; the kindling Grace ; 

Th' inticing Smile; the modeſt ſeeming Eye, 990 

Beneath whoſe beauteous Beams, belying Heaven, 

Lurk ſcarchleſs Cunning, Cruelty, and Death: 

And ſtill, falſe-warbling in his cheated Ear, 

Her ſyren Voice, enchanting, draws him on, 

10 guileful Shores, and Meads of fatal Joy. 5 995 
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Eve u preſent, in the very Lap of Love 


Inglorious laid; while Muſick flows around, 
Perfumes, and Oils, and Wine, and wanton Hours ; 
Amid the Roſes fierce Repentance rears 
Her ſnaky Creſt : a quick-returning Pang 1000 
Shoots thro the conſcious Heart; where Honour ftill, 
And great Deſign, againſt th' oppreſſive Load 
Of Luxury, by Fits, impatient heave. 

Bur abſent, what fantaſtic Woes, arrous'd, 


5 Rage in each Thought, by reſtleſs Muſing fed, 1005 


Chill the warm Cheek, and blaſt the Bloom of Life ? 
Neglected Fortune flies; and ſliding ſwift, 

Prone into Ruin, fall his ſcorn'd Affairs. 

"Tis nought but Gloom around. The darken'd Sun 
Loſes his Light. The roſy-boſom'd Spring 1010 
To weeping Fancy pines ; and yon bright Arch, 
Contracted, bends into a duſky Vault. 

All Nature fades extinct; and ſhe alone 

Heard, felt, and ſeen, poſſeſſes every 'Thought, 


Fills every Senſe, and pants in every Vein. 1018 


Books are but formal Dulneſs, tedious Friends; 

And ſad amid the focial Band he fits, 

Lonely, and unattentive. From the Tongue 

Th' unfiniſh'd Period falls: while borne away, 

On ſwelling Thought, his wafted Spirit flies 1020 
To the vain Boſom of his diſtant Fair ; 

And leaves tae Semblance of a Lover, fix'd 

In melancholy Site, with Head declin'd, 


And love-dejefted Eyes. Sudden he ſtarts, 


Shook from his tender Trance, and reſtleſs runs 1025 
To glimmering Shades, and ſympathet:c Glooms ; 
Where the dun Unibrage © er the falling Stream, 
Romantic, hangs ;' there thro the penſive Duſk 

Strays, in heart-tluilling Meditation loſt, 

Indulging all to Love: or on the Bank 1030 
Thrown, amid drooping Lilies, ſwells the Breeze _ 
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With Sighs unceaſing, and the Brook with Tears. 
Thus in ſoft Anguiſh he conſumes the Day, 

Nor quits his deep Retirement, till the Moon 
Peeps thro the Chambers of the fleecy Eaſt, 1035 
Enlighten'd by degrees, and in her Train | 
Leads on the gentle Hours; then forth he walks, 
Beneath the trembling Languiſh of her Beam, 

With ſoften'd Soul, and wooes the Bird of Eve 

To mingle Woes with his : or while the World 1040 
And all the Sons of Care lie huſh'd in Sleep, 
Aſſociates with the midnight Shadows drear ; 

And, ſighing to the lonely Taper, pours 

His idly-tortur'd Heart into the Page, 

Meant for the moving Meſſenger of Love; 1045 
Where Rapture burns on Rapture, every Line 

With rifing Frenzy fir d. But if on Bed 

Delirious flung, Sleep from his Pillow flies, 

All Night he toſſes, nor the balmy Power 

In any Poſture finds; till the grey Morn 1050 
Lifts her pale Luſtre on the paler Wretch, 
Exanimate by Love : and then perhaps 

Exhauſted Nature finks a while to Reſt, 

Still interrupted by diſtracted Dreams, 

That o'er the ſick Imagination riſe, 1055 
And in black Colours paint the mimick Scene. 

Oft with th' Enchantreſs of his Soul he talks; 
Sometimes in Crouds diſtreſs'd ; or if retir'd 

To ſecret- winding flower-enwoven Bowers, 

Far from the dull Impertinence of Man, 1060 
Juſt as he, credulous, his endleſs Cares 

Begins to loſe in blind oblivious Love, 

Snatch'd from her yielded Hand, he knows not how, 
Thro Foreſts huge, and long untravel'd Heaths 

With Deſolation brown, he wanders waſte, 1065 
In Night and Tempeſt wrapt ; or ſhrinks aghaſt, 
Back, from the bending Precipice ; or wades 
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The turbid Stream below, and ſtrives to reach 
The farther Shore ; where ſuccourleſs, and fad, 
She with extended Arms his Aid implores, 1070 


But ſtrives in vain ; borne by th' outragious Flood 
To diſtance down, he rides the ridgy Wave, 
Or whelm'd beneath the boiling Eddy finks. 
Theſe are the charming Agonies of Love, 
Whoſe Miſery delights. But thro the Heart 
Should Jealouſy its Venom once diffuſe, 

*Tis then delightful Miſery no more, 

But Agony unmix'd, inceſſant Gall, 
Corroding every Thought, and blaſting all 
Love's Paradiſe. Ye fairy Proſpects, then, 1680 
Ye Beds of Roſes, and ye Bowers of Joy, 

Far ewel! Ye Gleamings of departed Peace, 

Shine out your laſt ! the yellow-tinging Plague 
Internal Viſion taints, and in a Night 

Of livid Gloom Imagination wraps. 1085 
Ah then inſtead of love-enliven'd Cheeks, 

Of ſunny Features, and of ardent Eyes 

With flowing Rapture bright, dark Looks ſucceed, 
Suffus'd, and glaring with untender Fire, | 

A clouded Aſpect, and a burning Cheek, 1090 
Where the whole poiſon'd Soul, malignant, ſits, 

And frightens Lovc away. Ten thouſand Fears 
Invented wild, ten thouſand frantic Views 

Of horrid Rivals, hanging on the Charms 

For which he melts in Fondneſs, eat him up 1095 
With fervent Anguiſh, and conſuming Rage. 

In vain Reproaches lend their idle Aid, 

Deceitful Pride, and Reſolution frail, 

Giving falſe Peace a Moment. Fancy pours, 

Afreſh, her Beauties on his buſy Thought, 1100 
Her firſt Endearments, twining round the Soul, 

With all the Witchcraft of enſnaring Love. 

Strait the fierce Storm involves his Mind anew, 
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Flames thro the Nerves, and boils along the Veins ; 
While anxious Doubt diſtracts the tortur'd Heart; 1105 
For even the ſad Aſſurance of his Fears 

Were Peace to what he feels. Thus the warm Youth, 


Whom Love deludes into his thorny Wilds, , 
Thro flowery-tempting Paths, or leads a Life 
Of fever'd Rapture, or of cruel Care ; 1110 


- His brighteſt Aims extinguiſh'd all, and all 
His lively Moments running down to waſte. 
Buer happy they! the happieſt of their Kind! 

Whom gentler Stars unite, and in one Fate 

Their Hearts, their Fortunes, and their Beings blend. 
- *Tis not the coarſer Tie of human Laws, 1116 
Unnatural oft, and foreign to the Mind, 
That binds their Peace, but Harmony itſelf, 
Attuning all their Paſſions into Love; 
Where Friendſhip full-exerts her ſofteſt Power, 1120 
Perfect Eſteem enliven'd by Defire 
Ineffable, and Sympathy of Soul ; 
Thought meeting Thought, and Will preventing Will, 
With boundleſs Confidence : for nought but Love 
Can anſwer Love, and render Bliſs ſccure. 1125 
Let him, ungenerous, who, alone intent 
To bleſs himſelf, from ſordid Parents buys 
The loathing Virgin, in eternal Care, 
Well-merited, conſume his Nights and Days: 
Let barbarous Nations, whoſe inhuman Love 2139 
Is wild Deſire, fierce as the Suns they feel; 
Let Eaſtern Tyrants from the Light” of Heaven 
Seclude their Boſom-ſlaves, meanly poſſeſs d 
Of a meer, lifeleſs, violated Form : 
While 'Thoſe whom Love cements in holy Faith, 1135 
And equal Tranſport, free as Nature live, 
Diſdaining Fear. What is the World to them, 
Its Pomp, its Pleaſure, and its Nonſenſe all! 
Who in each other claſp whatever fair 
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High Fancy forms, and laviſh Heatts can wiſh; 1140 
Something than Beauty dearer, ſhould they look 

Or on the Mind, or mind-illumin'd Face, 

Truth, Goodneſs, Honour, Harmony, and Love, 

The richeſt Bounty of indulgent HEAVEN. 
Mean-time a ſmiling Offspring riſes round, 1145 
And mingles both their Graces. By degrees, 

The human Bloſſom blows ; and every Day, 

Soft as it rolls along, ſhews ſome new Charm, 

The Father's Luſtre, and the Mother's Bloom. 

Then infant Reaſon grows apace, and calls 1150 
For the kind Hand of an aſſiduous Care. 

Delightful Taſk ! to rear the tender Thought, 

To teach the young Idea how to ſhoot, 

To pour the freſh Inſtruction o'er the Mind, 

To breathe th' enlivening Spirit, and to fix 1155 
The generous Purpoſe in the glowing Breaſt. 

Oh ſpeak the Joy ! ye, whom the ſudden Tear 
Surprizes often, while you look around, 

And nothing ſtrikes your Eye but Sights of Bliſs, 
All various Nature preſſing on the Heart: 1160 
An elegant Sufficiency, Content, 

Retirement, rural Quiet, Friendſhip, Books, 

Eaſe and alternate Labour, uſeful Life, 

Progreſlive Virtue, and approving Heaven. 

'Theſe are the matchleſs Joys of virtuous Love; 1165 
And thus their Moments fly. The Seaſons thus, 

As ceaſeleſs round a jarring World they roll, 


Still find them happy; and conſenting Sraixc 


Sheds her own roſy Garland on their Heads: 
Till Evening comes at laſt, ſerene and mild; 1170 
When after the long vernal Day of Life, 

Enamour'd more, as more Remembrance ſwells 
With many a Proof of recollected Love, 

Together down they ſink in ſocial Sleep; 

Together freed, their gentle Spirits fly 1175 
To Scenes where Love and Bliſs immortal reign. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Subject propos d. Invocation. Addreſs to Mr. Do- 
DINGTON. An introductory Reflection on the Moticn of 
the Heavenly Bodies; whence the Succeſſion of the 
Seaſons, As the Face of Nature in this Seaſon is al- 
moſt uniferm, the Progreſs of the Poem is a Deſcrip- 
tion of a Summer's Day. The Dawn. Sun: riſing. 
Hymn to the Sun. PForencen. Summer Inſets de- 
ſcrib d. Hay-making. Shcep-ſhearing. Necn-Day. 
A woodland Retreat. Groupe of Herds and Flachs. A 
folemn Grove. How it affect a contemplative Mind. 
A Cataract, and rude Scene. View of Summer in 
the torrid Zone. Storm of Thunder and Lightning. 
A Tale. The Storm over, a ſcrene Afternoon. Bath- 
ing. Hour of walking. Tranſition to the Projped 
of a rich well-cultivated Country; which intreduces a 
Panegyrick on GREAT-BRITAIX. San: ct. Even- 
ing. Night. Summer Meteors, A Comet. The 
awhole concluding with the Preiſe of Phils/cphy. 
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R OM brightening Fields of Ether fair diſclos'd, 

F Child of the Sun, refulgent Suung comes, 
In pride of Youth, and felt thro Nature's Depth : 

He comes attended by the ſultry Hours, 
And ever-fanning Breezes, on his way ; 5 
While, from his ardent Look, the turning Spain 
Averts her bluſhful Face ; and Earth, and Skies, 
All-ſmiling, to his hot Dominion leaves. 

HEN ce, let me haſte into the mid-wood Shade, 
Where ſcarce a Sun-beam wanders thro the Gloom; 10 
And on the dark - green Graſs, beſide the Brink 
Of haunted Stream, that by the Ronts of Oak 
Rolls o'er the rocky Channel, lie at large, 

And ſing the Glories of the circling Year. 

Come, ſpiration! from thy Hermit-Seat, 15 

By Mortal ſeldom found : may Fancy dare, 
From thy fix'd ſerious Eye, and raptur'd Glance 
Shot on ſurrounding Heaven, to fteal one Look 
Creative of the Poet, every Power 

Exalting to an Ecftaſy of Soul. 


20 
Ap thou, my youthful Muſe's early Friend, | 
In whom the Human Graces all unite : 
Pure Light of Mind, and Tenderneſs of Heart ; 
Genius, and Wiſdom ; the gay ſocial Senſe, 
By Decency chaſtis' d; Goodneſs and Wit, 25 


In ſeldom-meeting Harmony combin'd ; 


Unblemiſh'd Honour, and an active Zeal, 
| For 
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For Ba1Tain's Glory, Liberty, and Man: | 
O Dobis ro] attend my rural Song, 
Stoop to my Theme, inſpirit every Line, 39 
And teach me to deſerve thy juſt Applauſe. = 
W 1 T what an awful world-revolving Power, 
Were firſt th' unwieldy Planets launch'd along | 
Th' illimitable Void | Thus to remain, | 
Amid the Flux of many thouſand Years, 35 
That oft has ſwept the toiling Race of Men, | 
And all their labour'd Monuments away, 
Firm, unremitting, matchleſs, in their Courſe ; | 
To the kind-temper'd Change of Night and Day, 
And of the Seaſons ever ſtealing round, 0 
Minutely faithful: Such TH'aLL-2tRFECT Hand, 
That pois'd, impels, and rules the ſteady Whole. 
W 4 £ nx now no more th' alternate Tcuint are ſir d, 
And Cancer reddens with the ſolar Blaze, 
Short is the doubtful Empire of the Night ; 45 
And ſoon, abſervant of approaching Day, 
The meek-ey'd Morn appears, Mother of Dews, 
| At firſt faint-gleaming in the dappled Eaſt: 
Till far o'er Ether ſpreads the widening Glow ; 
y And, from before the Luſtre of her Face, 50 
White break the Clouds away. With quicken'd Step. 
Brown Night retires. Voung Day pours in apace, 
And opens all the lawny Proſpect wide. 
The dripping Rock the Mountain's miſty Top 
Swell on the Sight, and brighten with the Dawn. 55 
Blue, thro the Dufk, the ſmoaking Currents ſhine ; 
| And from the bladed Field the fearful Hare | 
l Limps, aukward : while along the Foreſt- glade 
| | The wild Deer trip, and often turning gaze 
| At early Paſſenger. Muſick awakes, Co 
The native Voice of undiſſembled Joy ; 
And thick around the woodland Hymns ariſe. As 
| Rous'd by the Cock. the ſaon-clad Shepherd leaves I. 
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His moſly Cottage, where with Peace he dwells ; 
And from the crouded Fold, in Order, drives 


His Flock, to taſte the Verdure of the Morn. 
FALSE Lx luxurious, will not Man awake; 

And, ſpringing from the Bed of Sloth, enjoy 

The cool, the fragrant, and the filent Hour, 

To Meditation due, and ſacred Song? 

For is there aught in Sleep can charm the Wiſe ? 

To lie in dead Oblivion, loſing half 

The fleeting Moments of too ſhort a Life ? 

Total extinction of th' enlighten'd Soul; 

Or elſe to feveriſh Vanity alive, 


Wilder'd, and toſſing thro diſtemper'd Dreams? 
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Who would in ſuch a gloomy State remain, 


Longer than Nature craves ; when every Muſe 
And every blooming Pleaſure wait without, 
To bleſs the wildly devious Morning-walk ? 

B u T yonder comes the powerful King of Day, 
Rejoicing in the Eaſt. The leſſening Cloud, 5 
The kindling Azure, and the Mountain's Brow 
Illum'd with fluid Gold, his near Approach 
Betoken glad. Lo! now apparent all, 85 
Aſlant the dew- bright Earth, and colour'd Air, 

He looks in boundleſs Majeſty abroad; 

And ſheds che ſhining Day, that burniſh'd plays 
OnRocks, and Hills, and Towers, and wanderingStreams, 
High-gleaming from afar. Prime Chearer Light! go 
Of all material Beings firſt, and beſt ! 

Efflux divine]! Nature's reſplendent Robe 

Without whoſe veſting Beauty all were wrapt 

In uneſſential Gloom; and thou, O Sun! 

Soul of ſurrounding Worlds! in whom beſt ſeen 95 
Shines out thy Maker ! may I ſing of hee? 

Tus by thy ſceret, ſtrong, attractive Force, 
As with a Chain indiſſoluble bound, 

Thy Sy item rolls catre : from the far Bourne 
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Of utmoſt Saturn, wheeling wide his Round 100 
Of thirty Vears; to Mercury, whidſe Diſk 
Can ſcarce be caught by Philoſophic Eye, 
Loft in the near Effulgence of thy Blaze. þ 
INnrormMeER of the planetary Train! 
Without whoſe quickening Glance their cumbrous Orb 
Were brute unlovely Maſs, inert and dead, 106 
And not as now the green Abodes of Life! & 
How many Forms of Being wait on thee ! 
Inhaling Spirit; from th' unfetter'd Mind, = | 
By thee ſublim'd, down ta the daily Race, 110 
Tne mixing Myriads of thy ſetting Beam. i 
Tus vegetable World is alſo thine, ; 
Parent of Seaſons! who the Pomp precede | 
That waits thy Throne, as thro thy vaſt Domain, 
Annual, along the bright Ecliptic-Road, 115 7 
\ 
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In World-rejoicing State, it moves ſublime. 
Mean · time th' expecting Nations, circled gay 

With all the various Tribes of foodful Earth, 
Implore thy Bounty, or ſend grateful up | 
A common Hymn : while, round thy beaming Car, 
High-ſeen, the Seaſons leadz in ſprightly Dance 12 
Harmonious knit, the roſy-finger'd Hours, 

The Zephyr: floating looſe, the timely Rains, 

Of Bloom etherial the light-footed Dewws, 


And ſoften'd into Joy the ſurly Storms. 12; , 
Theſe, in ſucce ſſive Turn, with laviſh Hand, 
Shower every Beauty, every Fragrance ſhower, py 
Herbs, Flowers, and Fruits; till, kindling at thy Touch P; 
From Land to Land is fluſh'd the vernal Year. 80 
No & to the Surface of enliven'd Earth, 19 1 
Graceful with Hills and Dales, and leafy Woods, R. 
Her liberal Treſſes, is thy Force confin'd : 80 
But, to the bowel'd Cavern darting deep, F. 
The mineral Kinds confeſs thy mighty Power. Re 
Efulgent, hence the veiny Marble ſhines ; | 2 
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At thee the Ruby lights its deepening Glow, 
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And all the much tranſported Muſe can fing, 
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Hence Labour draws his Tools; hence burniſh'd War 
Gleams on the Day ; the nobler Works of Peace 136 
Hence bleſs Mankind, and generons Commerce binds 
The Round of Nations in a golden Chain. 

TH" unFRULtTFUL Rock itſelf impregn'd by thee, 
In dark Retirement, forms the lucid Stone. 
The lively Diamond drinks thy pureſt Rays, 
Collected Light, compact; that poliſh'd bright, 
And all its native Luftre let abroad, 
Dares, as it ſparkles on the Fair- one's Breaſt, 
With vain Ambition emulate her Eyes. 
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And with a waving Radiance inward flames. 

From thee the Sapphire, ſolid Ether, takes 

Its Hue cerulean ; and, of evening Tinct, 

The purple ſtreaming Amethyſt is thine, 

With thy own Smile the yellow Topaz burns. 

Nor deeper Verdure dyes the Robe of Spring, 

When firit ſhe gives it to the ſouthern Gale, 

Than the green Emerald ſhows. But, all combin'd, 

Thick thro' the whitening Opal play thy Beams; 155 

Or, flying ſeveral from its Surlace, form 

A trembling Variance of revolving Hues, 

As the Site varies in the Gazer's Hand. 
Tus very dead Creation, from thy Touch, 

Aſſumes a mimie Life, By thee retin'd, 

In brighter Mazes, the relucent Stream 

Plays o'er the Mead. Ihe Precipice abrupt, 

Proje King Horror on the blacken'd Flcod, 

Softens at thy return. The Deſart joys 

Willy, thro all his melancholy Bounds. 165 

Rude Ruins glitter; and the briny Deep, 

Seen from {ome pointed Promontory's Top, 

Far to the blue Horizon's utmoſt V erge, 

Reilleſs, reflects a floating Gleam. But This, 
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Are to thy Beauty, Dignity, and Uſe, . 
Unequal far, great delegated Source, 
Of Light, and Life, and Grace, and Joy below 

How ſhall I then attempt to fing of Hu, 
Who, Lickt HimsELF, in uncreated Light 175 
Inveſted deep, dwells awfully retir'd | 
From mortal Eye, or Angel's purer Ken; 

Whoſe fingle Smile has, from the firſt of Time, 

Fil d, overflowing, all thoſe Lamps of Heaven, 
That beam for ever thro the boundleſs Sky: 180 
But, ſhould he hide his Face, th' aſtoniſh'd Sun, 

And all th' extinguiſh'd Stars, would looſening reel 
Wide from their Spheres, and Chaos come again. 

Ap yet was every faultering Tongue of Man, 
Arutenr y FaTHER ! ſilent in thy Praile; 185 
Tby Works themſelves would raiſe a general Voice, 
Even in the Depth of ſolitary Woods, 

By human Foot untrod, proclaim thy Power, 
And to the Quire celeſtial T HEA reſound, 
Th' eternal Cauſe, Support, and End of all! 190 

To me be Nature's Volume broad-diſplzy'd ; 
And to peruſe its all- inſtructing Page, 

Or, haply catching Inſpiration thence, 

Some eaſy Paſſage, raptur'd, to tranſlate, 

My ſole Delight; as thro the failing Glooms 

Penſive I ftray, or with the riſing Dawn 

On Fancy's Eagle-wing excurſive ſoar. 

| Now, flaming up the Heavens, the potent Sun 

Melts into limpid Air the high-rais'd Clouds, 

And morning Fogs, that hover'd round the IIills 2cc 

In party-colour'd Bands; till wide unveil'd 

The Face of Nature ſhines, from where Earth ſceme, 

Far- ſtretch'd around, to meet the bending Sphere. 
Har in a Bluſh of cluſtering Roſes loft, 

Dew-dropping Coolugſi to the Shade retires ; 205 

There, on the Verdant Turf, or flowery Bed, 
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By gelid Founts and careleſs Rills to muſe: 
While tyrant Heat, diſpreading thro the Sky, 
With rapid Sway, his burning Influence darts 
On Man, and Beaſt, and Herb, and tepid Stream. 210 
Wuo can unpitying ſee the flowery Race, 
Shed by the Morn, their new-fl::\h'd Bloom reſign, 
Before the parching Beam ? So fade the Fair, 
When Feyers revel thro their azure Veins, 
But one, the lofty Follower of the Sun, 
Sad when he ſets, ſhuts up her yellow Leaves, 
Drooping all Night; and, when he warm returns, 
Points her enamour'd Boſom to his Ray. 
Ho ue, from his morning Taſk, the Swain retreat: ; 
His Flock before him ſtepping to the Fold: 
While the full-udder'd Mother lows around 
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The chearful Cottage, then expecting Food, 


The Food of Innocence, and Health ! The Daw, 
The Rook and Magpie, to the grey-grown Oaks 
(That the calm Village in their verdant Arms, 


Sheltering, embrace) direct their lazy Flight; 


Where on the mingling Boughs they fit embower' d. 
All the hot Noon, ull cooler Hours ariſe. 

Faint, underneath, the houſhold Fowls convene ; 
And, in a Corner of the buzzing Shade, 


The Houſe-Dog, with the vacant Greyhound, lies, 


22; 
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Out- ſtretch'd, and ſleepy. In his Slumbers one 


Attacks the nightly Thief, and one exults 

O'er Hill and Dale; tili waken'd by the Waſp, 

They ſtarting ſnap. Nor ſhall the Muſe diſdain 235 

To let the little noily Summer-race 

Live in her Lay, and flutter thro her Song, 

Not mean tho ſimple: to the Sun ally'd, 

From him they draw theig animating Fire. 239 
Waxy by his warmer Ray, the reptile Young 

Come wing'd abroad; by the lignt Air upborn, 

Lighter, aud full of Soul. From ever) Chunk, 
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And ſecret Corner, where they ſlept away 

The wintry Storms; or riſing from their Tombs, 

To higher Life; by Myriads, forth at once, ' 245 
Swarming they pour; of all the vary'd Hues 
Their Beauty-beaming Parent can diſcloſe. 

Ten thouſand Forms! Ten thouſand different Tribes! 
People the Blize. To ſunny Waters ſome 

By fatal Inſtinct fly; where on the Pool 250 
They, ſportive, wheel ; or, ſailing down the Stream, 
Are ſnatch'd immediate by the quick-eyed Trout, 
Or darting Salmon. Thro the green-wood Glade 


Some love to ſtray ; there lodg'd, amus'd and fed, 
In the treſh Leaf. Luxurious, others make 2535 


Tae Meads their choice, and viſit every Flower, 

And every latent Herb: for the ſweet "Taſk, 

Lo propagate their Kinds, and where to wrap, 

In what loft Beds, their Young yet undiſclos'd, 

Employs their tender Care. Some to the Houſe, 260 

The Fold, aud Dairy, hungry, bend their Flight; 

Sip round the Pail, or taſte the curdling Cheeſe : 

Oft, inadvertent, from the milky Stream 

They meet their Fate ; or, weltering in the Bowl, 

With powerleſs Wings around them wrapt, expire. 26 5 
Bur chief to heedlets Flies the Window proves 

A conſtant Death ; wiere, gloomily retir'd, 

'The villain Spider lives, cunning, and fierce, 

Mixture abhorr'd! Amid a mangled Heap 

Of Carcaſics, in eager Watch he fits, 270 

O'erlooking all his waving Snares around. 

Near the dire Cell the dreadleſs Wanderer oft 


 Paſits, as oft the Ruffan ſhows his Front, 


The Prey at laſt eninar'd, he dreadful darts, 
Wich rapid Glide, along the leaning Line; 275 
And, fixing ia the Wretch his cruel Fangs, 

Siiikes backward grimly pleas'd : the fluttering Wing, 
{nd thriller Souud declare extreme Diltrels, 
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And aſk the helping hoſpitable Hand. 279 
REesouNDs the living Surface of the Ground 

Nor undelightful is the ceaſeleſs Hum, 

To him who muſes thro the Woods at Noon ; 

Or drowſy Shepherd, as he lies reclin'd, 

With half-ſhut Eyes, beneath the floating Shade 

Of Willows grey, cloſe-croucing o'er the Brook. 285 
Gaa bur, from Theſe what numerous Kinds deſ- 

Evading even the microſcopic Eye ! ſcend, 

Full Nature ſwarms with Life; one wondrous Mass 

Of Animals, or Atoms organiz'd, 

Waiting the vital Breath, when PazexT-H EAVEN 290 

Shall bid his Spirit blow. The hoary Fen, 


In putrid Steams, emits the living Cloud 


Of Peſtilence. Thro ſubterranean Cells, 
Where ſearching Sun Beams ſcarce can find a Way, 
Earth animated heaves The flowery Leaf 295 
Wants not its ſoft Inhabitants. Secure, 
Within its winding Citadel, the Stone 
Holds Multitudes. But chief the Forcft-Boughs, 
That dance unnumber'd to the playful Breeze, 
The downy Orchard, and the melting Pulp 350 
Of mellow Fruit, the nameleſs Nations feed 
Of evaneſcent Inſects. Where the Pool 
Stands mantled o'er with green, inviſible, 
Amid the floating Verdure Millions tray. 
Each Liquid too, whether it pierces, ſooths, 325 
Inflames, refr:ſhes, or exalts the Taſte, 
With various Forms abounds. Nor is the Stream 
Of pureſt Chry ſtal, nor the lucid Air, 
Tho one tranſparent Vacancy it ſeems, 
Void of their unſeen People. Theſe, conceal'd 310 
By the kind Art of forming Heaven, eſcape 
The groſſer Eye of Man: for, if the Worlds 
In Worlds inclos'd ſhould on his Senſes burſt, 
From Cates ambrofial, and the nectar'd Bowl, 
8 3 [ſe 
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He would abhorrent turn; and in dead Night, 315 

When Silence ſleeps o'er all, be ſtun'd with Noiſe. 
LET no preſuming impious Railer tax 

Creative Wispom, as if aught was form'd 

In vain, or not for admirable Ends. 

Shall little haughty Ignorance pronounce 320 

His Works unwiſe, of which the ſmalleſt Part 

Exceeds the narrow Viſion of her Mind ? 

As if upon a full-proportion'd Dome, 

On ſwelling Celumns heav'd, the Pride of Art ! 


A Critic-Fly, whoſe feeble Ray ſcarce ſpreads 325 


An Inch around, with blind Preſumption bold, 

52culd dare to tax the Structure of the Whole. 

And lives the Man, whoſe univerſal Eye 

Has ſwept at once th unbounded Scheme of T hings ; 

Mark'd their Dependance ſo, and firm Accord, 330 

As with unfaultering Accent to conclude 

That This availeth nought ? Has any ſeen 

The mighty Chain of Beings leſſening down 

From IN IX IIE PERFECTION to the Brink 

Of dreary N:1hing, deſolate Abyſs ! 335 

rom which aſtoniſn'd Thought, recoiling, turns? 

"Till then alone let zealous Praife aſcend, 

And Hymns of holy Wonder, to that Pow x, 

Whoſe Wiſdom ſhines as lovely on our Minds, 

As on our imiling Eyes his Servant-Sun. 340 
TL #1c«x in yon Stream of Light, a thouſand Ways 

Cpward and downward, thwarting, and convolv'd, 

Ihe quivering Nations ſport; till, 1 empeſt-wing'd, 

Fierce Winter {weceps them from the Face of Day. 

Even ſo luxurious Men, unheeding, paſs 345 

An idle Summer- Life in Fortune's Shine, 

A Seaſon's Glitter! Thus they flutter on 

From Toy to Toy, from Vanity to Vice; 

Till, Llown away by Death, Oblivion comes 


Pelind, and ſtrikes them from the Book of Life. 35" 
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Now ſwarms the Village o'er the jovial Mead: 
The ruſtic Youth, brown with meridian Toil, 
Healthful, and ſtrong ; full as the Summer: Roſe 
Blown by prevailing Suns, the ruddy Maid, 
Half naked, ſwelling on the Sight, and all 


— — 
93 


Her kindled Graces burning o'er her Cheek. _o 

Even ſtooping Age is here; and Infant-Hands 
Trail the long Rake, or, with the fragrant Load 

O'ercharg'd, amid the kind Oppreſſion roll. 

Wide flies the tedded Grain ; all in a Row 360 


Advancing broad, or wheeling round the Field, 
They ſpread the breathing Harveſt to the Sun, 
That throws refreſhful round a rural Smell: 

Or, as they rake the green- appearing Ground, 
And drive the duſky Wave along the Mead, 36; 
The ruſſet Hay-cock riſes thick behind, 

In order,gay. While heard from Dale to Dale, 
Waking the Breeze, reſounds the blended Voice 
Of happy Labour, Love, and ſocial Glee. 

Os ruſhing thence, in one diffuſive Band, 37 
They drive the troubled Flocks, by many a Dog 
Compeli'd, to where the mazy-running Brook 
Forms a deep Pool : this Bank abrupt and bigh, 
And That fair-ſpreading in a pebbled ſhore. 
Urg'd to the giddy Brink, much is the Toil, 375 
The Clamour much of Men, and Boys, and Dogs, 

Ere the ſoft fearful People to the Flood 

Commit their woolly Sides. And oft the Swain, 

On ſome impatient ſeizing, hurls them in : 

Embolden'd then, nor hefitating more, 380 

Faſt, faſt, they plunge amid the flaſhing Wave, 

And panting labour to the farther Shore. 

Repeated T his, till deep the well-waſh'd Fleece 

Has drunk the Flood, and from his lively Haunt 

The Trout is baniſh'd by the ſordid Stream; 39; 

Heavy, and dripping, to the breezy Brow 
C 4 Slow- 
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Slow. move the harmleſs Race: where, as they ſpread 
Their ſwelling Treaſures to the ſunny Ray, 
Inly diſturb'd, and wondering what this wild 
Outrageous Tumult means, their loud Complaints 390 
The Country fill; and toſs'd from Rock to Rock, 
Inceſſant Bleatings run around the Hills. 

At laſt, of ſnowy White, the gather'd Flocks 

Are in the wattled Pen innumerous preſs'd, 

Head above Head ; and, rang'd in luſty Rows. 393 
The Shepherds ſit, and whet the ſounding Shears. 
The Houſewife waits to roll her fleecy Stores, 

With all her gay dreſt Maids attending round. 

One, chief, in gracious Diguity inthron'd, 

Shines o'er the Reſt, the paitoral Queen, and rays 409 
Her Smiles, ſweet-beaming, on her Shepherd-King ; 
While the glad Circle round them yield their Souls 
To feſtive Mirth, and Wit that knows no Gall. 
Meantime, their joyous Taſk goes on apace: 

Some mingling ſtir the melted Tar, and Some, 405 
Deep on the new-ſhorn Vagrant's heaving Side, 

To ſtamp his Malter's Cipher ready ſtand ; 

Others th' unwilling Wether drag along, 

And, glorying in his Might, the ſturdy Boy 

Holds by thexwiſted Horns th' indignant Ram, 419 
Bchold where bound, and of its Robe bereft, 

By needy Man, that all-depending Lord, 

How meek, how patient, the mild Creature lies! 
What Softneſs in its melancholy Face, 

What dumb complaining Innocence appears ! 415 
Fear not, ye gentle Tribes, 'tis not the Knife 

Of horrid Slaughter that is o'er you wav'd ; 

No, 'tis the tender Swain's well- guided Shears, 

Who having now, to pay his annual Care, 

Borrowed your Fleece, to you a cumbrous Load, 420 
Will ſend you bounding to your Hills again. 

A ſimple Scene ! yet hence BuiTANN1a fees 

Iler ſolid Grandeur riſe : hence ſhe commands Th 
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Th' exalted Stores of every brighter CKime, 

The Treaſures of the Sun without his. Rage : 425 

Hence, fervent all, with Culture, Toil, and Arts, 

Wide glows her Land : her dreadful Thunder hence 

Rides o'er the Waves ſublime, and now, even now, 

Impending hangs o'er Gallia's humbled Coaſt, 

Hence rules the circling Deep, and awes the World. 430 
'T 15 raging Noon; and, vertical the Sun 

Darts on the Head dire& his forceful Rays. 

O'er Heaven and Earth, far as the ranging Eye 

Can ſweep, a dazling Deluge reigns; and all 

From Pole to Pole 1s undiſtinguiſh'd Blaze. 435 


In vain the Sight, dejected to the Ground, 


Stoops for Relief ; thence hot aſcending Steams 

And keen Reflection pain. Deep to the Root 

Of Vegetation parch'd, the cleaving Fields 

And ſlippery Lawn an arid Hue diſcloſe, 440 

Blaſt Fancy's Blooms, and wither even the Soul. 

Echo no more returns the chearful Sound 

Of ſharpening Scythe: the Mower ſinking heaps 

O'er him the humid Hay, with Flowers perfum'd ; 

And ſcarce a chirping Graſs- hopper is heard 445 

Thro the dumb Mead. Diſtreſe ful Nature pants. 

The very Streams look languid from afar ; 

Or, thro th' unſhelter d Glade, impatient, ſeem 

To hurl into the Covert of the Grove. 
ALLt-ConQuerigc Heat, oh intermit thy Wrath! 

And on my throbbing Temples potent thus 451 

Beam not ſo fierce! Inceſſant ſtill you flow, 

And ſtill another fervent Flaod ſucceeds, 

Pour d on the Head profuſe. In vain I ſigh, 

And reſtleſs turn, and look around for Night; 455 

Night is far off; and hotrer Hours approach. 

Thrice happy he! who on the ſunleſs fide 

Of a romantic Mountain, foreſt-crown'd, 

Beneath the whole collected Shade reclines : | 
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Or in the gelid Caverns, woodbine-wrought, 469 

And freſh bedew'd with ever-fpouting Streams, 

Sits coolly calm; while all the World without, 

Unfatisfy'd, and fick, toſſes in Noon. | 

Emblem inſtructive of the virtuous Man, 

Mino keeps his temper'q Mind ſerene, and pure, 4635 

And every P.flion aptly harmoniz'd, 

Amid a jarring World with Vice inflam'd. 
Weicon, ye Shades! ye bowery Thickets, bail! 

Ye lofty Fines ! ye venerable Oaks ! 

Ye hes wild, reſeunding o'er the Steep ! 479 

Delicious is your Shelter to the Soul, 

As to the hunted Har: the ſallying Spring, 

Or Stream full lowing, that his ſwelling Sides 

J arcs, as he floats along the herbag'd Brink. 

col, thro" the Nerves, your pleaſing Comfort glides ; 

The Heart beats glad; the freſh-expanded Eye 476 

And Far reſume their watch; the Sinews knit; 

And Life Sioots ſwiſt thro all the lighten'd Limbs. 
ArzouxD th' adjoining Brook, that purls along 

The vocal Grove, now fretting o'er a Rock, 480 

Now ſcarcely moving thro a reedy Pool, 

Now Rarting to a ſudden Stream, and now 
Gentli difſus'd into a limpid Plain; 

A various Groupe tre Herds and Flocks FEY 

Rural Confuſion ! On the grafly Bank 485 

Some ruminating lie; while others ſtand 

Maif in the Flood, and often bending ſip 

Tue circling Surface. In the Middle droops 

Tne ſtrong laborious Ox, of honeſt Front, 

Which incompos d he ſhakes ; and from his Sides 490 

The treublous Inſects laſhes wich his Tail, 

Returning ſtill. Amid his Subjects ſafe, 

Slumbers the Monarch Swain; his careleſs Arm 

'Thrown round his Head, on dow ny Moſs ſuſtain'd ; 

Here laid his Scrip, with wholeſome Viands fill b: 
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There, liſtening every Noiſe, his watchful Dog. 
L1cmnrT fly his Slumbers, if perchance a Flight 
Of angry Gad-V lies faſten on the Herd; 
That ſtartling ſcatters from the ſhailow Prook, 


In ſearch of laviſh Stream. Toſſing the Faam, 500 
They ſcorn the Keeper's Voice, and ſcour the Plain, 
Thro all the bright Severity of Noon ; 

While, from their labouring Breaſts, a hollow Moan 
Proceeding, runs low-bellowing round the Hills. 

OFT in this Seaſon too the Horſe, provok'd, 505 
While his big Sinews full of Spirits ſwell, 
Trembling with Vigour, in the Heat of Blood, 
Springs the high Fence ; and, o'er the Field effus'd, 
Darts on the gloomy Flood, with ſtedfaſt Eye, 

And Heart eſtrang'd to Fear: his nervous Cheit, 510 
Luxuriant, and erect, the Seat of Strength! 
Bears down th' oppoſing Stream: quenchleſs his Thirſt 
He takes the River at redoubled Draughts ; 

And with wide Noſtrils, ſnorting, ſcims the Wave. 

ST1LL let me pierce into the midnight Depth 515 

Of yonder Grove, of wildeſt largeſt Growth : 

That, forming high in Air a woodland Quire, 

Nods o'er the Mount beneath. At every Step, 
Solemn, and flow, the Shadows blacker fall, 

And all is awful liſtening Gloom around. 520 

THESE are the Haunts of Meditation, Theſe 
The Scenes where antient Bards th' inſpiring Breath, 
Extatic, felt; and, from this World retir'd, 
Convers'd with Angels. and immortal Forms, 

On gracious Errands bent: to fave the Fall 62 
Of Virtue ſtruggling on the Brink of Vice ; 

In waking Whiſpers, and repeated Drezws, 

To hint pure Thought, and warn the favour'd Soul 
For future Trials fated to prepare ; 
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_-To prompt the Poet, who devoted gives 532 


His Muſe to better Themes; to ſooth che Pangs 
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Of dying Worth, and from the Patriot's Breaſt, 
(Backward to mingle i in deteſted War, 
But foremoſt when engag'd) to turn the Death ; 
And numberleſs ſuch Offices of Love, 535 
Daily, and nightly, zealous to perform. 
SuOOK ſudden from the Boſom of the Sky, 
A thouſand Shapes or glide athwart the Duſk, 
Or ſtalk majeſtick on. Deep-rous'd, | feel 
A ſacred Terror, a ſevere Delight, 540 
Creep thro my mortal Frame ; and thus, methinks, 
A Voice, than Human more, th' abſtracted Ear 
Of Fancy ſtrikes. © Be not of us afraid, 
« Poor kindred Man! thy Fellow-creatures, we 544 
« From the ſame Pa REX T PoWER our Beings drew, 
„The ſame our Lord, and Laws, and great Purſuit. 
«« Once ſome of us, like thee, thro ſtormy Life, 
« Toil'd, Tempeſt-beaten, ere we could attain 
% This holy Calm, this Harmony of Mind, 
© Where Purity and Peace immingle Charms. 550 
% Then fear not us; but with reſponſive Song, 
* Amid theſe dim Receſſes, undiſturb'd 
* By noiſy Folly and diſcordant Vice, 
* Of Nature ſing with us, and Nature's Go p. 
« Here frequent, at the Viſionary Hour, 555 
« When mvling Midnight reigns or ſilent Noon, 
** Angelic Harps arc in full Concert heard, 
And Voices chauntirg from the Wood-croin'd Hill, 
„The deepning Dale, or inmoſt filvan Glade : 
© A Privilege befiow'd by us, alone, 560 
« On Contemplation, or the hallow'd Ear 
Of Poet, ſwelling to ſeraphic Strain.“ 
An Þ art thou. * STaxLEY, of that ſacred Band ? 


Alas, for us too ivon! —— Tho rais'd above 


The Reach of human Pain, above the Flight 565 
Of 
* 1 Young Lac, abel known to the Author, who died 

at tos Lee of E:qtiecn, ia the Year 17 38. 
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Of human Joy ; yet, with a mingled Ray * 
Of ſadly - pleas d Remembrance, muſt thou feel 

A Mother's Love, a Mother's tender Woe: 

Who ſeeks Thee ſtill, in many a former Scene; 

Seeks thy fair Form, thy lovely - beaming Eyes, 

Thy pleaſing Converſe, by gay lively Senſe 570 
Inſpir d: where moral Wiſdom mildly ſhone, 


Without the Toil of Art; and Virtue glow'd, 


In all her Smiles, without forbidding Pride, 


But, O thou beſt of Parents ! wipe thy Tears; 


Or rather to Pax RNTTAL NaTuRe pay 575 
The Tears of grateful Joy, who for a while | 
Lent thee this younger Self, this opening Bloom 

Of thy enlighten'd Mind and gentle Worth. 

Believe the Muſe : the wintry Blaſt of Death ; 
Kills not the Buds of Virtue ; no, they ſpread, 580 
Beneath the heavenly Beam of brighter Suns, 

Thro endleſs. Ages, into higher Powers. 


Tu vs up the Mount, in airy Viſion rapt, 


I ftray, regardleſs whither ; till the Sound 

Of a near Fall of Water every Senſe 385 

Wakes from the Charm of Thought : ſwift-ſhrinking 

I check my Steps, and view the broken Scene. [back, 

S u oO r R to the ſhelving Brink a copious Flood 

Rolls fair, and placid; where collected all, 

In one impetuous Torrent, down the Steep 590 

It thundering ſhoots, and ſhakes the Country round. 

At firſt, an azure Sheet, it ruſhes broad ; 

Then whitening by . ae as prone it falls, 

ounding Rocks below 

Daſh'd in a Cloud of Foam, it ſends aloft 595 

A hoary Miſt, and forms a ceaſeleſs Shower. f 

Nor can the tortur d Wave here find Repoſe: 

But raging ſtill amid the ſhaggy Rocks, 

Now flathes o'er the ſcatter'd Fragments, now 

Aſlant the hollow'd Channel rapid darts; 8 
| n 
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And falling faſt from gradual Slope to Slope, 
Wich wild infracted Courſe, and leſſen d Roar, 
It gains a ſafer Bed, and ſteals, at laſt, 
Along the Mazes of the quiet Vale. 

IxviTz o from the Cliff, to whole dark Brow 605 
He clings, the ſteep aſcending Eagle ſoars, 
With upward Pinions thro the Flood of Day; 
And, giving full his Boſom to the Blaze, 
Gains on the Sun ; while all the tuneful Race, 
Smit by afflictive Noon, diſorder'd droop, 610 
Deep in the Thicket ; or, from Bower to Bower 
Reſponſive, force an interrupted Strain, 
The Stock- Dove only thro the Foreſt cooes, 
Mournfully hoarſe ; oft ceaſing from his Plaint, 
Short Interval of weary Woe! again 615 
The ſad Idea of his murder'd Mate, 
Struck from his Side by ſavage Fowler's Guile, 
Acroſs his Fancy comes ; and then reſounds 
A louder Song of Sorrow thro the Grove. 

Bes1DE thedewy Border let me fit, 620 
All in the Freſhneſs of the humid Air ; 
There on that hollow'd Rock, groteſque and wild, 
An ample Chair Moſs-lin'd, and over Head 
By flowering Umbrage ſhaded ; where the Bee 
Strays diligent, and with th extracted Balm E25 
Of fragrant Woodbine loads his little Thigh. 

Now while taſte the Sweetneſs of the Shade, 
While Nature lies around deep-lull'd in Noon, 
Now ccme, bold Fancy, ſpread a daring Flight, 
And view the Wonders of the torrid Zone : 630 
Climes unrelenting ! with whoſe Rage compar'd 
Yon Blaze is feeble, and yon Skies are cool. 

Sx x, how at once the bright effulgent Sun, 
Riſing direct, ſwift chaſes from the Sky 
The ſhort-liv'd Twilight; and with ardent Blaze 63; 
Looks gayly fierce o'er all the dazling Air: 5 
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He mounts his Throne; but kind before him ſends, 

Iſſuing from oat the Portals of tae Morn, 

The“ general Breeze, to mitigate his Fire, 

And breathe Refreſhment on a fainting World. 640 

Great are the Scenes, with dreadful Beauty crown'd 

And barbarous Wealth, that ſee, each circling Year, - 

Returning Suns and double Seaſons paſs : 

Rocks rich in Gems, and Mountains hig with Mines, 

That on the high Equator ridgy riſe, 645 

Whence many a burſting Stream auriferous plays : 

Majeſtic Woods, of every vigorous Green, 

Stage above Stage, high-waving o'er the Hills ; 

Or to the far Horizon wide diffus'd, | 

A boundleſs deep Immenſity of Shade, 650 

Here lofty Trees, to ancient Song unknown, 

The noble Sons of potent Heat and Floods 

Prone-ruſhing from the Clouds, rear high to Heaven 

Their thorny Stems, and broad around them throw 

Meridian Gloom. Here, in eternal Prime 655 

Unnumber'd Fruits, of keen delicious Taſte 

And vital Spirit, drink amid the Cliffs, 

And burning Sands that bank the ſhrubby Vales, 

Redoubled Day, yet in their rugged Coats : 

A friendly Juice to cool its Raye contain. 660 
BEAR me, Pomona / to the Citron-Groves ; 

To where the Lemon and the piercing Lime, 


With 


* Which blows conſtantly between the Tropicks from 
the Eaſt, or the collateral Points, the North-Eaft and 
South-Faſt cauſed by the Preſſure of the rarefied Air on 
That before it, according to the diurnal Motian of the Sun 
from Eaſt to Weſt. 


Þ+ In all Places betweew the Tropics, the Sun, as he 
paſſes and repaſſes in his annual Motion, is twice a*yeer 
perpendicular, which produces this Effet, 
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With the deep Orange, glowing thro the green, 

Their lighter Glories blend. Lay me reclin'd 

Beneath the ſpreading Tamarind that ſhakes, 665 
Fann'd by the Breeze, its Fever-cooling Fruit. 

Deep in the Night the maſſy Locuſt ſheds, 

Quench my hot Limbs; or lad we chr che Maze, 
Embowering endleſs, of the /»4ian Fig ; 

Or thrown at gayer Eaſe, on ſome ſair Brow, 670 
Let me behold, by breezy Murmurs cool'd, 

Broad o'er my Head the verdant Cecar wave, 

And high Palmetos lift their graceful Shade. 

O ſtretch'd amid theſe Orchards of the Sun, 

Give me to drain the Cocoa's milky Bowl, 675 
And from the Palm to draw its freſhening Wine! 
More bounteous far than all the frantic Juice 

Which Bacchus pours. Nor, on its ſlender Twigs 
Low-bending, be the full Pomegranate ſcorn'd ; 


Nor, creeping thro the Woods, the gelid Race 680 


Of Berries. Oft in humble Station dwells 
Unboaſtful Worth, above faſtidious Pomp. 
Witneſs, thou beſt Anana, thou the Pride 
Of vegetable Life, beyond whate'er 
'The Poets imag'd in the golden Age: 685 
Quick, let me ſtrip thee of thy tufty Coat, | 
Spread thy ambroſial Stores, and feaſt with Joe! 

From Theſe the Proſpect varies. Plains immenſe 
Lie ſtretch'd below, interminable Meads, 
And vaſt Savannahs, where the * Eye, 690 
Unfixt, is in a verdant Ocean loſt. 
Another Flora there, of bolder Hues, 
And richer Sweets, beyond our Garden's Pride, 
Plays o'er the Fields, and ſhowers with ſudden Hand 
Exuberant Spring: for oft theſe Valleys ſhift 695 
Their green-embroider'd Robe to fiery Brown, 
And ſwift to Green again, as ſcorching Suns, 
Or ſtreaming Dews and torrent Rains, prevail, 

Along 
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Along theſe lonely Regions, where retir' d, 
From little Scenes of Art, great Nature dwells 


©O 
In awful Solitude, and nought is ſeen ; 
But the wild Herds that own no Maſter's Stall, 
Prodigious Rivers roll their fatning Seas: 
On whoſe luxuriant Herbage, half conceal'd, | 
Like a fallen Cedar, far diffus'd his Train, 705 


Cas'd in green Scales, the Crocodile extends. 

The Flood diſparts: behold ! in plaited Mail, 

* Behemoth rears his Head. Glanc'd from his Side, 

The darted Stecl in idle Shivers flies : 

He fearleſs walks the Plain, or ſeeks the Hills; 710 

Where, as he crops his vary'd Fare, the Herds, 

In widening Circle round, forget their Food, 

And at the harmleſs Stranger wondering gaze. 
PEACEFUL, beneath primeval Trees, that caſt 

Their ample Shade o'er Niger's yellow Stream, 713 

And where the Ganges rolls his ſacred Wave; 

Or mid the Central Depth of blackening Woods, 

High-rais'd in ſolemn Theatre around, 

Leans the huge Elephant: wiſeſt of Brutes ! 

O truly wiſe ! with gentle Might endow'd, 720 

Tho powerful, not deſtructive! Here he ſees 

Revolving Ages ſweep the changeful Earth, 

And Empires riſe and fall ; regardleſs he 

Of what the never-reſting Race of Men 

Project: thrice happy! could he ſcape their Guile, 725 

Who mine, from cruel Avarice, his Steps; 

Or with his towry Grandeur ſwell their State, 

The Pride of Kings! or elſe his Strength pervert, 

And bid him rage amid the mortal Fray, 

Aſtoniſh'd at the Madneſs of Mankind. 739 
W1De o'er the winding Umbrage of the Floods, 
Like vivid Bloſſoms glowing from afar, 

| Thick- 
* The Hippopotamus, or River Horſe. | 
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Thick ſwarm the brighter Birds. For Nature's Hand, 
That with a ſportive Vanity has deck'd 
The plumy Nations, there her gayeſt Hues 735 


Profuſely pours. * But, if ſhe bids them ſhine, 


Array'd in all the beauteous Beams of Day, 
Yet frugal ſtill, ſhe humbles them in Song. 
Nor envy we the gaudy Robes they lent 
Proud Montezuma's Realm, whoſe Legions caſt 740 
A boundleſs Radiance waving on the Sun, 
While Philomel is ours, while in our Shades, 
Thro the ſoft Silence of the liſtening Night, 
The ſober ſuited Songſtreſs trills her Lay. 

Bu T come, my Mu/e, the Deſart Barrier burſt, 745 
A wild Expanſe of lifeleſs Sand and Sky : 
And, ſwiſter than the toiling Caravan, 
Shoot o'er the Vale of Sennar; ardent climb 
The Nubian Mountains, and the ſecret Bounds 
Ot jealous Ania boldly pierce. 750 
Thou art no Ruffian, who beneath the Maſk 
Of ſocial Commerce com'ſt to rob their Wealth; 
No Holy Furr Thou, blaſpheming Heaven, 
With conſecrated Steel to ſtab their Peace, 
And thro the Land, yet red from Civil Wounds, 755 
To ſpread the purple Tyranny of Reme. 
Thou like the harmleſs Bee, may'ſt freely range, 
From Mead to Mead bright with exalted Flowers, 
From Jaſmine Grove to Grove, may ſt wander gay, 
Thro Palmy Shades and Aromatic Woods, 76 
That grace the Plains, inveſt the peopled Hills, 
And up the more than Alpine Mountains wave. 
There on the breezy Summit, ſpreading fair, 
For many a League; or on ſtupendous Rocks, 

That 


* Tn all the Regions of the torrid Zone, the Birds, the 
more beautiful in their Plumage, are obſerved to be le/s 
meladious than ours. 
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That from the San-redoubling Valley lift, 765 
Cool to the middle Air, their lawny Tops; 
Where Palaces, and Fanes, and Villas riſe; 
And Gardens ſmile around, and cultur'd Fields; 
And Fountains guſh ; and careleſs Herds and Flocks 
Securely ſtray; a World within itſelf, 770 
Diſdaining all Aſſault: there let me draw 
Etherial Soul, there drink reviving Gales, 
Profuſely breathing from the ſpicy Groves, 
And Vales of Fragrance ; there at diſtance hear 
The roaring Floods, and Cataracts, that ſweep #775 
From diſembowel'd Earth the virgin Gold; : 
And o'er the vary'd Landſkip, reſtleſs rove, 
Fervent with Life of every fairer kind; 
A Land of Wonders] which the Sun ſtill eyes 
With Ray direct, as of the lovely Realm 780 
Inamour'd, and delignting there to dwell. 

How chang'd the Scene! In blazing Height of Noon, 
Tne Sur, oppreſs d, is plung'd in thickeſt Gloom. 
Still Horror reigns, a dreary Twilight round, 

Of ſtruggling Night and Day malignant mix d. 785 
For to the hot Equator crouding faſt, 

Where, highly rarefy'd, the yielding Air 

Admits their Stream, inceſſant Vapours roll, 

Amazing Clouds on Clouds continual heap'd; 

Or whirl'd tempeſtuous by the guſty Wind, 790 
Or ſilent borne along, heavy, and ſlow, 

With the big Stores of ſteaming Oceans charg'd. 
Meantime, amid theſe upper Seas, condens'd 

Around the cold acrial Mountain's Brow, 

And by conflicting Winds together daſh'd, 795 
The Thunder holds his black tremendous Throne, 
From Cloud to Cloud the rendering Lightnings rage; 
Till, in the furious elemental War 

Diſſolv'd, the whole precipitated Maſs 


Unbroken Floods and ſolid Torrents pours. Wo 
HE 
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Tu E Treaſures Theſe, hid from the bounded Search 
Of ancient Knowledge ; whence, with annual Pomp, 
Rich King of Floods ! o'erflows the ſwelling Nile. 
From his two Springs, in Gœjam's ſunny Realm, 
Pure-welling out, he thro the lucid Lake 805 
Of, fair Dambea rolls his Infant-Stream, 


® Thete by the Naiads nurs'd, he {ports away 


His playful Youth, amid the fragrant Iles, 
'That with unfading Verdure ſmile around. 


mbitious, thence the manly River breaks; 818 


And gathering many a Flood, and copious fed 
With all the mellow'd Treaſures of the Sky, 
Winds in progreſſive Majeſty along: 
Thro ſplendid Kingdoms now devolves his Maze, 
Now wanders wild o'er ſolitary Tracts 815 
Of Life-deſerted Sand; till, glad to quit 
The joyleſs Deſart, down the Nubian Rocks 
From thundering Steep to Steep, he pours his Urn, 
And Egypt joys beneath the ſpreading Wave. 

His Brother Niger too, and all the Floods 820 
In which the full - form'd Maids of 4fic lave 
Their jetty Limbs ; and all that from the Tract 
Of woody Mountains ſtretch'd thro gorgeous I 
Fall on Cormande/s Coaſt, or Malabar ; 
From * Menam's orient Stream, that nightly ſhines 825 
With Inſect-Lamps, to where Aurora ſheds 
On Indus ſmiling Banks the roſy Shower: 
All, at this bounteous Seaſon, ope their Urns, 
And pour untoiling Harveſt o'er the Land. 

Nox leſs thy World, Col vuzvus, drinks, refreſh'd, 
The laviſh Moiſture of the melting Year. 831 
Wide o'er his Iſles, the branching Oronogue 


Rolls a brown Deluge ; and the Native drives 


To 


* The River that runs thra Siam; on 2uhoſe Banks a 
vaſt Multitude of thoſe Inſet called Fire Flies make 4 
beautiful Appearance in the Night. 
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To dwell aloft on Life-ſufficing Trees, 
At once his Dome, his Robe, his Food, and Arms. 
Swe!l'd by a thouſand Streams, impetuous hurl'd 836 
From 2!! the roaring Andes, huge deſcends 
The wighty + Orellana. Scarce the Muſe 
Darcs lruicih her Wing o'er this enormous Maſs 
Ot ruſhir V, ater, ſcarce ſhe dares attempt 849 
The Sea like Plata; to whoſe dread Expanſe, 
Continuous Depth, and wondrous Length of Courſe, 
Our Floods are Rills. Wi eh unabated Force, 
In filent Dignity they ſweep along, 
And traverſe Realms unknown, and blooming Wilds, 
And fruitful Deſarts, Worlds of Solitude, 846 
Where the Sun ſmiles and Seaſons teem jn vain, 
Unſeen, and unenjoy'd. Forſaking theſe, 
Oer peopled Plains they fair-diffulive flow, 
And many a Nation feed, and circle ſafe, 850 
In their ſoft Boſom, many a happy Iſle; 
The Seat of blameleſs Par, yet undiſturb'd 
By chriſtian Crimes and Europe's cruel Sons. 
Thus pouring on they proudly ſeek the Deep, 
Whoſe vanquiſh'd Tide, recoiling from the Shock, 85 5 
Yields to this liquid Weight of balf the Globe ; 
And Ocean trembles for his green Domain. 

Bu T what avails this wondrous Waſte of Wealth ? 
This gay Profuſion of luxurious Bliſs? 
This Pomp of Nature? what their balmy Meads, 860 
Their powerful Herbs, and Ceres void of Pain ? 
By vagrant Birds diſpers'd, and wafting Winds, 
What their unplanted Fruits ? What the cool Draughts, 
Th' ambroſial Food, rich Gums, and ſpicy Health, 


69 


Their Foreſts yield? Their toiling Inſecis what, 863 


Their filky Pride, and vegetable Robe: ? 
Ah! what avail their fatal Treaſures, bid 
Deep 


Tt The Riter of the / maxent. 
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Deep in the Bowels of tl.- pitying Earth, 

Golconda's Gems, and fad Foros Mines; 

Where dwelt the gentleit Children of the Sun? 870 
What all that 4/ic's golden Rivers roll, 

Her odorous Woods, and ſhining Ivory Stores ? 
Ill-fated Race ! the ſoftening Arts of Peace, 

What'er the humanizing Muſes teach ; 

The godlike Wiſdom of the temper'd Breaſt ; 875 
Progreſſive Truth, the patient Force of Thought; 
Inveſtigation calm, whoſe filent Powers 

Kind equal Rule, the Government of Laws, 

And all protecting Fe RED, which alone 880 
Suſtains the Name and Dignity of Man: 

Theſe are not theirs. The Parent-Sun himſelf 


Seems o'er this World of Slaves to tyrannize; 


And, with oppreſſive Ray, the roſeat Bloom 

Of Beauty blaſting, gives the gloomy Hue, 88; 
And Feature groſs : or worſe, to ruthleſs Deeds, 
Mad Jealouſy, blind Rage, aud fell Revenge, 
Their fervid Spirit fires. Love dwells not there, 
The ſoft Regards, the Tenderneſs of Life, 

The Heart ſhed Tear, th ineffable Delight 890 
Of ſweet Humanity: Theſe court the Beam 

Of milder Climes ; in ſelfiſh fierce Deſire, 

And the wild Fury of voluptuous Senſe, 

There loſt. Ihe very Brute-Creation there 

This Rage partakes, and burns with horrid Fire. 89; 

Lo! the green Serpent, from his dark Abode, 

Which even Imagination fears to tread, | 

At Noon forth-iſluing, gathers up his 'I'rain 

In Orbs immenſe, then, dart:ng out anew, f 
Secks the Refreſhing Fount ; by which diffus d, geo 
He tlrows his Folds: and while, with threatning Longus 
And deathful Jaws erect, th: Monſter curls 

His flaming Crelt, all other Thirſt, appall'd, 
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Or ſhivering flies, or check'd at Diſtance ſtands, 
Nor dares approach. But ſtill more direful He, - gog 
The ſmall cloſe-lurking Miniſter of Fate, 

Whoſe high-concofted Venom thro the Veins 
A rapid Lightning darts, arreſting ſwift 

The vital Current. Form'd to humble Man, 
This Child of vengeful Nature ! There, ſublim'd 
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910 
To fearleſs Luſt of Blood, the Savage Race 
Roam, licens'd by the ſhading Hour of Guilt, 
And foul Miſdeed, when the pure Day has ſhut 
His ſacred Eye. The Tyger darting fierce, 
Impetuous on the Prey his Glance has doom d. gig 


The lively ſhining Leopard, ſpeckled o'er 

With many a Spot, the Beauty of the Waſte ; 

And, ſcorning all the taming Arts of Man, 

The keen Hyena, felleſt of the Fell. 

Theſe, ruſhing from th' inhoſpitable Woods 920 

Of Mauritania, or the tufted Iſles, | 

That verdant riſe amid the Lybian Wild, 

Innumerous glare around their ſhaggy King, 

Majeſtic, ſtajking o'er the printed Sand; 

And, with imperious and repeated Roars, 925 

Demand their fated Food. The fearful Flocks 

Croud near the guardian Swain ; the nobler Herds, 

Where round their lordly Bull, in rural Eaſe, 

They ruminating lie, with Horror hear 

The coming Rage. Th' awaken'd Village ſtarts; 930 

And to her fluttering Breaſt the Mother ſtrains 

Her thoughtleſs Infant. From the Pirate's Den, 

Or ſtern Moroccs's tyrant Fang eſcap'd, 

The Wretch balf-wiſhes for his Bonds again : 

While, Uproar all the Wilderneſs reſounds, 

From Atlas Eaſtward to the frighted Nile. 
UxHaPyy he! who from the firſt of Joys, 

Society, cut off, is left alone 

Amid this World of Death. Day after Day, 
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Sad on ine juteing Emtmence ne ſits, 

And views the ain that ever to): below; 
Still fondly forming in the furtheli Verge, 
Where the round Ether mixes with the Wave, 
Ships, dim-diſcovered, dropping from the Clouds, 
At Evening, to the ſetting Sun he turns 
A mournful Eye, and down his dying Heart 
Sinks helpleſs ; while the wonted Roar is up, 
And Hiſs continual thro the tedious Night. 
Yet here, even here, into theſe black Abodes 
Of Monſters, unappall'd, from ſtooping Rome, 
And guilty Cæſar, LiBerTyY retir'd, 


| Her Ca10 following thro Numidian Wilds : 


Diſdainful of Campania's gentle Plains, 
And all the green Delights Auſonia pours ; 
When for them ſhe muſt bend the ſervile Knee, 
And fawning take the ſplendid Robber's Boon. 
Nos ſtop the Terrors of theſe Regions here. 
Commiſſion'd Demons oft, Angels of Wrath, 
Let looſe the raging Elements. Breath'd hot, 
From all the boundleſs Furnace of the Sky, 
And the wide glittering Waſte of burning Sand, 
A ſuffocating Wind the Pilgrim ſmites 
With inſtant Death. Patient of Thirſt and Toil, 
Son of the Deſart! even the Camel feels, 
Shot thro nis wither'd Heart, the fiery Blaſt. 
Or from the black-red Ether, burſting broad, 
Sallies the ſudden Whirlwind. Strait the Sands, 
Commov'd around, in gathering Eddies play : 
Nearer and nearer ſtill they dackening come; 
Till with the general all-involving Storm 
Swept up, the whole continuous Wilds ariſe ; 
And by their noonday Fount dejected thrown, 
Or ſunk at Night in fad diflaſtrous Sleep, 
Beneath deſcending Hills, the Caravan 
Is buried deep. In Caizs's crouded Streets, 
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Th' impatient Merchant, wondering, waits in vain, 
And Mecca ſaddens at the long Delay. 

B u T chief at Sea, whoſe every flexile Wave 

Obeys the Blaſt, ch“ aerial Tumult ſwells. 
In the dread Ocean, undulating wide, $9 
Beneath the radiant Line that girts the Globe, 
The circling * Typhon, whirl'd from Point to Point, 
Exhauſting all the Rage of all the Sky, 
And dire * Ecnephia reign. Amid the Heavens, 
Falſely ſerene, deep in a cloudy + Speck 985 
Compreſs d, the mighty Tempeſt brooding dwells. 
Of no Regard, fave to the ſkilful Eye, 
Fiery and foul, the ſmall Prognoſtic hangs 
Aloft, or on the Promontory's Brow | 
Muſters its Force. A faint deceitful Calm, 959 
A fluttering Gale, the Demon ſerds before, 
To tempt the ſpreading Sail. Then down at once, 
Precipitant, deſcends a mingled Maſs 
Of roaring Winds, and Flame, and ruſhing Floods, 
In wild Amazement fix'd the Sailor ftands. G95 
Art is too flow. By rapid Fate oppreſs d, 
His broad-wing'd Veſſel drinks the whelming Tide, 


Hid in the Boſom of the black Abyſs 


With ſuch mad Seas the daring f Gau fought, 

For many a Day, and many a dreadful Night, icco 

Ineeſſant, lab'ring round the /r my Cape; 

By bold Ambition led, and bolder Thirſt 

Of Gold. For then from antient Gloom emerg'd 

The riſing World of Trade; the Genius, then, 

Of Navigation, that, in hopeleis Sloth, 1005 
Vol. I. D Had 


* 'Typhon ard Ecnephia, Terms for particular Storms 
er Hurricanes known only between the 7 reofics. | 

+ Called by Sailors the Ox-eyc, being in Appearance 
at firſt no bigger. a 

Þ Vacco vs Gama, the firſt who ſailed round Africa, 
by the Cape of Good-Hope, to the Eaſt- Indies. 
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Had ſlumber'd on the vaſt Atlantic Deep, 

For idle Ages, ſtarting, heard at laſt 

The“ LustrANIAd PRINCE; who, HE Av x -inſpir'd, | 

To Love of uſeful Glory rous'd Mankind, 

And in unbounded Commerce mix'd the World. 1010 
IncREASING ſtill the Terrors of theſe Storms, 

His Jaws horrific arm'd with threefold Fate, 

Here dwells the direful Shark. Lur'd by the Scent 

Of ſteaming Crouds, of rank Diſeaſe, and Death, 

Behold! he ruſhing cuts the briny Flood, 1015 

Swift as the Gale can bear the Ship along; 

And, from the Partners of that cruel Trade, 

Which ſpoils unhappy Gainea of her Sons, 

Demands his ſhare of Prey, demands themſelves. 


The ſtormy Fates deſcend : one Death involves 1020 
Tyrants and Slaves; when ſtrait, their mangled Limbs | 


Craſhing at once, he dyes the purple Seas 
With Gore, and riots in the vengeful Meal. 


Wu x o'er this World, by Equinoctial Rains 


Flooded immenſe, looks out the joyleſs Sun, 1025 


And draws the copious Steam: from ſwampy Fens, | 


Where Putrefaction into Life ferments, 
And breathes deſtructive Myriads ; or from Woods, 
Impenc: rable Shades, Receſſes foul, 
In Vapours rank and blue Corruption wrapt, 1030 
Whoſe gloomy Horrors yet no deſperate Foot 
Has ever dar'd to pierce; then, waſteful, forth 
Wall.s the dire Power of peſtilent Diſeaſe. 
A thonſand hideous Fiends her Courſe attend, 
Sick Nature bla ing, aud to heartleſs Woe, 1035 
And feeble Deſolation, calling down 
The towering Hope: aud all the Pride of Man, 
Such 


* Don HF NAX, %% d Seu to John ihe firſt, King 5 
Portugal. His ftrixg Genius to the Diſcovery of neu 
Countries was the chief Suurce of all ihe madern Improve 
ments it Navigation. 
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Such as, of late, at Carthagena quench'd 
The Bz1T1sn Fire. You, gallant Vzr:onN, ſaw 
The miſerable Scene; you, pitying, ſaw, 1040 
To Infant-Weakneſs ſunk the Warrior's Arm; 

Saw the deep-racking Pang, the ghaſtly Form, 
The Lip pale quivering, and the beamleſs Eye 

No more with Ardor bright : you heard the Groans 
Of agonizing Ships, from Shore to Shore ; 1043 
Heard, nightly plung'd amid the ſullen Waves, 

The frequent Corſe; while on each other fix d, 

In ſad Preſage, the blank Aſſiſtants ſeem'd, 

Silent, to aſk, whom Fate would next demand. 

W naar need I mention thoſe inclement Skies, 1059, 

Where, frequent o'er the ſickening City, Plague, 

The fierceſt Child of Nzmes1s pivise, 

Deſcends ? * From Ethiapia's poiton'd Woods, 

From ſtifled Cairo's Filth, and fetid Fields 

With Locuft- Armies putrefying heap'd, to; ; 
This great Deſtroyer ſprung. Her awful Rage 

The Brutes eſcape. Man is her deitin'd Prey, 
Intemperate Man! and, o'er his guilty Domes, 

She draws a cloſe incumbent Cloud of Death ; 
Uninterrupted by the living Winds, obo 
Forbid to blow a wholeſome Breeze ; and Raia'd 

With many a Mixture by the Sun, ſuffus'd, 

Of angry Aſpect. Prince:y Wiſdom, then, 

Dejects his watchful Eye; and from the Hand 

Of fewble Juilice, ineffectual, drop 1063 
The Sword and Balance: mute the Voice of Joy, 

And huſh'd the Clamour of the buſy World. 

Empty the Streets, with uncouth Verdure clad ; 

Into the worſt of Deſarts ſudden turn'd 


The chearful Haunt of Men: unleſs eſcap'd 1070 


9 4 From 


* Theſe are ths Cauſes juppoſed to be the fit Origin of 
the Plague, in Doctor Mzap's elegant Beck on that 


Saoject. 


78 SUMME R. 

From the doom d Houſe, where matchleſs Horror reigns, 
Shut up by barbarous Fear, the ſmitten Wretch, 

With Frenzy wild, breaks looſe ; and, loud to Heaven 
Screaming, the dreadful Policy arraigns, 


Inhuman, and unwiſe. The ſullen Door, 1075 | 


Yet uninfected, on its cautious Hinge 

Fearing to turn, abhors Society. 

Dependants, Friends, Relations, Love himſelf, 

Savag'd by Woe, forget the tender Tie, 

The ſweet Engagement of the feeling Heart. 1080 
But vain their ſelfiſh Care: the circling Sky, 

The wide enlivening Air is full of Fate; 

And, ftruck by Turns, in ſolitary Pangs | 
They fall, unbleſt, untended, and unmourn'd. | 
Thus o'er the proſtrate City black Deſpair | 1088 
Extends her raven Wing; while, to compleat | 
The Scene of Deſolation, ſtretch'd around, 

The grim Guards ſtand, denying all Retreat, 

And give the flying Wretch a better Death. 

Moc n yet remains unſung : the Rage intenſe 109 
Of brazen - vaulted Skies, of iron Fields, ' 
Where Drought and Famine ſtarve the blaſted Year : 
Fir d by the Torch of Noon to tenfold Rage, 

Th' infuriate Hill that ſhoots the pillar'd Flame ; 

And, rous'd within the tubterranean World, 1095 
I' expanding Earthquake, that re ſiſtleſs ſhakes 
Aſpiring Cities rom their ſolid Bate, 

And buric: Mountains in the flaming Gulph. 

But tis cuough; return, my vagrant Muſe: 

A nearer Scene of Horror calls thee home. 1100 

BEHOU D ſiow - ſettling o'er the lurid Grove 
Unuſual Darkneſs broods; and growing gains 
The full Poſſeſſion of the Sky, ſurcharg d 


With wrathful Vapour, from the ſecrer Beds, 
Where ſleep the mineral Generations drawn. 1103 


'T hence Niter, Sulphur, and the fiery Spume 
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Of fat Bitumen, ſteaming on the Day, 

With various. tincturd Trains of latent Flame, 

Pollute the Sky, and in yon baleful Cloud, 

A reddening Gloom, a Magazine of Fate, 1110 
Ferment; till, by the Touch etherial rous'd, 

The Daſh of Clouds, or irritating War 

Of fighting Winds, while all is calm below, 

They furious ſpring. A boding Silence reigns, 

Dread thro the dun Expanſe ; fave the dull Sound 111; 
That from the Mountain, previous to the Storm, 

Rolls o'er the muttering Earth, diſturbs the Flood, 

And ſhakes the Foreſt Leaf without a Breath. 

Prone, to the loweſt Vale, th' acrial Tribes 

Deſcend : the Tempeſt-loving Raven ſcarce 1120 
Dares wing the dubious Duſk. In rueful Gaze 

The Cattle ſtand, and on the ſcouling Heavens 

Caſt a deploring Eye; by Man forſook, 

Who to the crouded Cottage hies him faſt, 


Or ſeeks the Shelter of the downward Cave. 1123 


Tis liſtening Fear, and dumb Amazement all: 
When to the ſtartled Eye the ſudden Glance 
Appears far South, eruptive thro the Cloud ; 
And following flower, in Exploſion vaſt; 
The Thunder raiſes his tremendous Voce. 1130 
At firſt, heard folemn o'er the Verge of Heaven, 
The Tempeſt growls ; but as it nearer comes, 
And rolls its awful Burden on the Wind, 
The Lightnings flaſh a larger Curve, and more 
The Noiſe aſtounds : till over Head a Sheet 1135 
Of livid Flame diſcloſes wide, then ſhuts 
And opens wider, ſhuts and opens ſtill 
Expanſive, wrapping Ether in a Blaze. 
Follows the looſen'd aggravated Roar, 


Enlarging, deepening, minyling, Peal on Peal 1747 


Cruſh'd horrible, convulſing Heaven and Farth. 
Dow x comes a Deluge of ſonorous Ilail, 
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Or prone-deſcendiag Rain. Wide-rent, the Clouds, 
Pour ꝝ whole Flood; and yet, its Flame unquench'd, 
Th' unconquerable Lightning ſtruggles thro, 1145 
Ragged and fierce, or in red whirling Balls, 

And nres the Mountains with redoubled Rage. 

Black from the Stroke, above, the ſmouldring Pine 
Stands a ſad ſhatter'd Trunk; and, ſtretch'd below, 

A lifeleſs Groupe the blaſted Cattle lie : 1150 
Here the ſoft Flocks, with that ſame harmleſs Look 
'I'bey wore alive, and ruminating till 

In Fancy's Eye; and there the frowning Bull, 

And Ox half-rais'd. Struck on the caſtled Cliff, 

The venerable Tower and ſpiry Fane 1153 
Reſign their aged Pride. The gloomy Woods 

Start at the Flaſh, and from their deep Receſs, 
Wide-flaming our, their trembling Inmates ſhake. 
Amid C-:rzarvon's Mountains rages loud 


"ihe repercuſſive Roar: with mighty Cruſh, 1160 


Into tae flaſhing Deep, from the rude Rocks 

Of Pixmanmaur heap'd hideous to the Sky, 

Tumble the ſmitten Cliffs; and Szexuden's Peak, 
Diifolviaz, initant yields his wintry Load. 

Far- cen, the Heights of heathy Cheviot blaze, 1165 
And 7//e bellows thro her utmoſt Iſles. 

Gvu1LT hears appall'd, with deeply troubled Thought; 
And yet not always on the guilty Head 
Deſcends the fated Flaſh. Young CELA DO 
And his Au LIA were a matchleſs Pair, 1170 
With equal Virtue form'd, and equal Grace, 

The ſame, diſtinguiſh'd by their Sex alone: 
Hers the mild Luſtre of the biooming Morn, 
And his the Radiance of ti.e riſen Day. 

Tx: x lov'd. But ſuch their guileleſs Paſſion was, 1175 
As in the Dawn of Time inſorm'd the Heart 
Of Innocence, and undiſſembling Truth. 

"Twas Friendſhip hcighten'd by the mutual Wiſh, * 
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Th' enchanting Hope, and ſympathetic Glow, 

Beam'd from the mutual Eye. Devoting all 1139 
To Love, each was to each a dearer Self; 

Supremely happy in th' awaken'd Power 

Of giving Joy. Alone, amid the Shades, 

Still in harmonious Intercourſe they liv'd 

Tae rural Day, and talk'd the flowing Heart, 118; 


Or ſigh'd, and look'd unutterable things. 


So paſs'd their Life, a clear united Stream, 

By Care unruffiled ; till, in evil Hour, 

The Tempeſt caught them on the tender walk, 

Heedlefſs how far, and where its Mazes ſtray d, 1199 
While, with each other bleſt, creative Love 

Still bad eternal Eden ſmile around. 

Heavy with inſtant Fate her Boſom heav'd 
Unwonted Sighs, and ſtealing oft a Look 

Of the big Gloom on CeLabon her Eye 1195 
Fell tearful, wetting her diſorder d Cheek. 

In vain afſuring Love, and Confidence 

In Hax repreſs'd her Fear; it grew, and ſhook 
Her Frame near Diſſolution. He perceiv'd 

Th' unequal Conflict, and as Angels look 1200 
On dying Saints, his Eyes Compaſſion ſhed, 

With Love illumin'd high. © Fear not, he ſaid, 
Sweet Innocence! thou Stranger to Offence, 

« And inward Storm! He, who you Skies involves 
« In Frowns of Darkneſs, ever ſmiles on thee, 1205 
« With kind Regard. O'er thee the ſecret Shaft 
„That waſtes at Midnight, or the undreaded Hour 

« Of Noon, flies harmleſs : and that very Voige, 

« Which thunders Terror thro the guilty Heart, 
With Tongues of Seraphs whiſpers Peace to thine. 

« *Tis Safety to be near thee ſure, and thus 1211 
« To claſp Perfection!“ From his void Embrace, 
(Myſterious Heaven!) that moment, to the Ground, 

A blacken'd Corſe, was ſtruck the beauteous Maid. 
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But who can paint the Lover, as he ſtood, 1215 

Pierc'd by ſevere Amazement, hating Life, 

Speechleſs, and fix'd in all the Death of Woe ! 

So, taint Reſemblance, on the Marble-Tomb, 

The well. diſſembled Mourner ſtooping ſtands, 

For ever filent, and for ever ſad. 1220 
As from the Face of Heaven the ſhatter'd Clouds 

Tumultuous rove, th' interminable Sky 

Sublimer ſwells, and o'er the World expands 

A purer Azure. Nature, from the Storm, 

Shines out afreſh ; and thro the lighten'd Air 1225 

A higher Luſter and a clearer Calm, 

Diffufive, tremble ; while, as if in ſign — 

Of Danger paſt, a glittering Robe of Joy, 

Set off abundant by the yellow Ray, 

Inveſts the Fields, yet dropping from Diſtreſs. 12 30 
'T 1s Beauty all, and grateful Song around, 

Join'd to the Low of Kine, and numerous Bleat 

Of Flocks thick-nibbling thro the clover'd Vale. 

And ſhall the Hymn be marr'd by thankleſs Man, 

Moft- favour d; who with Voice articulate 1235 

Should lead the Chorus of this lower World? 

Shall he, ſo ſoon forgetful of the Hand 

That huſh'd the Thunder, and ſerenes the Sky, 

Extinguiſh'd feel that Spark the Tempeſt wak d, 

That Senſe of Powers exceeding far his own, 1240 

Ere yet his feeble Heart has loſt its Fears? 
Catar'd by the milder Beam, the ſprightly Youth 

Speeds to the well-known Pool, whoſe cryſtal Depth 

A ſandy Bottom ſhews. A while he ſtands 


Gazing th' inverted Landſkip, half afraid 1245 


To meditate the blue Profound below; 

Then plunges headlong down the circling Flood. 
His ebon Treſſes, and his roſy Cheek 

Inſtant emerge ; ard thro th' obedient Wave, 


At each ſhort breathing by his Lip repell' d, 1250 
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With Arms and Legs according well, he makes, 
As Humour leads, an eaſy-winding Path; 
While from his poliſh'd Sides, a dewy Light 
Effuſes on the pleas'd Spectators round. 

TH1s is the pureſt Exerciſe of Health, 1255 
The kind Refreſher of the Summer: Heats ; | 
Nor, when cold Winter keens the brightening Flood, 
Would I weak-ſhivering linger on the Brink. 
Thus Life redoubles, and is oft preſerv'd 
By the bold Swimmer, in the ſwift Illapſe 1 260 
Of accident diſaſtrous Hence the Limbs 
Knit into Force ; and the ſame Roman Arm, 
That roſe victorious o'er the conquer'd Earth, 
Firit learn'd, while tender, to ſubdue the Wave. 
Even, from the Body's Purity, the Mind 1265 
Receives a fecret ſympathetic Aid. 

Cros in the Covert of an Hazel Copſe, 
Where winded into pleaſing Solitudes | 
Runs out the rambling Date, young Damon fat, 
Penſive, and pierc'd with Love's delightful Pangs. 1 270 
There to the Stream that down the diſtant Rocks 
Hoarſe-· murmuring fell, and plaintive Breeze that play d 
Among the bending Willows, falſely he 


Of Mvus1Dox a's Cruelty complain d. 


She felt his Flame; but deep within her Breaſt, 1273 
In baſhful Coyneſs, or in maiden Pride, 

The ſoft Return conceal'd ; ſave when it ſtole 

In fide-long Glances from her downcaſt Eye, 

Or from her ſwelling Soul in ſtifled Sighs. 

Touch'd by the Scene, no Stranger to his Vows, 1280 


He fram'd a melting Lay, to try her Heart; 


And, if an infant Paſſion ſtruggled there, | 
To call that Paſſion forth. Thrice happy Swain? 

A lucky Chance, that oft decides the Fate 

Of mighty Monarchs, then decided thine. 1285 


For lo! conducted by the laughing Loves, 3 
D 5 This 
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This cool Retreat his Mus: por a ſought : 
Warm in her Cheek the ſultry Seaſon glow'd ; 
And, robe'd in looſe Array, ſhe came to bathe 
Her fervent Limbs in the refreſhing Stream. 1290 
What ſhall he do? In ſweet Confuſion loſt, 
And dubious Flutterings he a while remain'd. 
A pure ingenuous Elegance of Soul, 
A delicate Refinement, known to Few, 
Perplex'd his Breaft, and urg'd him to retire. 1295 
But Love forbade. Ye Prudes in Virtue, ſay, 
Say, ye ſevereſt, what would you have done? 
Meantime, this fairer Nymph than ever bleſt 
Arcadian Stream, with timid Eye around 
The Banks ſurveying, ſtrip'd her beauteous Limbs, 1300 
To taſte the lucid Coolneſs of the Flood. | 
Ah then! not Paris on the piny Top 
Of Jaa panted ſtronger, when aſide 
The Rival-Goddefles the Veil divine 
Caſt unconſin'd, and gave him all their Charms, 1305 
Than, Dawox, thou; as from the ſnowy Leg, 
And fender Foot, th' inverted Silk ſhe drew; 
As the ſoft Touch diſſolv'd the virgin Zone; 
Ard, thro the parting Robe, the alternate Breaſt, 
Wita Youth wild-throbbing, on thy lawleſs Gaze 1310 
In fall Luxuriance roſe. But deſperate Youth, 
How durſt thou riſque the Soul- diſtracting View; 
As from her nab ed Limbs, of glowing White, 
Har monious ſwell'd by Nature's fineſt Hand, 
In Folds looſe- floating fell the fainter Lawn; 1315 
And ſair-expos'd ſhe ſtood, ſhrunk from herſelf, 
Veith Fancy bluſhing, at the doubtful Breeze 
Alarm'd, and ſtarting like the fearful Fawn? 
then to the Flood ſhe ruſh'd ; the parted Flood 
Its lovely Gueſt with cloſing Waves received; 1320 
And every Beauty ſoftening, every Grace 
Fiuihivg anew, a mellow Luſter ſhed : 
| As 
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As ſhines the Lily thro the Cryſtal mild; 
Or as the Roſe amid the Morning Dew, 
Freſh from Auroras Hand, more ſweetly glows. 1325 
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While thus ſhe wanton'd, now beneath the vey 


But ill-conceal'd ; and now with ſtreaming Locks, 
That half-embrac'd Her in a humid Veil, 
Riſing again, the latent Dawox drew 


Such madning Draughts of Beauty to the Soul, 1339 


As for a while o'erwhelm'd his raptur'd Thought 

With Luxury too-daring. Check'd, at laſt, 

By Love's reſpectful Modeſty, he deem'd 

The Theft profane, if aught profane to Love 

Can e'er be deem'd, and ſtruggling from the Shade, 1 335 


With headlong Hurry fled : but firſt theſe Lines, 


Trac'd by his ready Pencil, on the Bank, 

With trembling Hand he threw. * Bathe on, my Fair, 
Vet unbeheld fave by the ſacred Eye 

Of faithful Love. I go to guard thy Haunt, 1349 
« To keep from thy Receſs each vagrant Foot, 

And each licentious Eye.” With wild Surprize, 

As if to Marble ſtruck, devoid of Senſe, 

A ſtupid Moment motionleſs ſhe ſtood: 

So ſtands the * Statue that enchants the World, 1345 
So bending tries to veil the matchleſs Boaſt, 

The mingled Beauties of exulting Greece. 

Recovering, ſwift ſhe flew to find thoſe Robes 

Which bliſsful Euen knew not; and, array'd 

In careleſs Haſte, th' alarming Paper ſnatch d. 1330 
But, when her Damax's well-known Hand ſhe ſaw, 
Her Terrors vaniſh'd, and a ſoſter Train 

Of mixt Emotions, hard to be deſcrib'd, 

Her ſudden Boſom ſeiz d: Shame void of Guilt, 

The charming Bluſh of Innocence, Eſteem 1355 
And 2 of her Lover's Flame, 
By Modelty exalted. Even a Senſe 
Of 
* The Venus of Medici. 
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Of ſelf approving Beauty ſtole acroſs 

Her buſy Thought. At length, a tender Calm 

Huſh'd by degrees the 'Tumult of her Soul ; 1360 

And on the ſpreading Beech, that o'er the Stream 

Incumbent hung, ſhe with the filvan Pen 

Of rural Lovers this Confeſſion carv'd, 

Which ſoot her Davos kiſs'd with weeping Joy. 

„Dear Youth! ſole Judge of what theſe Verſes mean, 

** By Fortune too much favour'd, but by Love, 1366 

«« Alas! not favour'd leſs, be ſtill as now 

*« Diſcreet : the Time may come you need not fly.” 
Tus Sun has lo{ his Rage: his downward Orb 

Shoots nothing now but animating Warmth, 1370 

And vital Luftre ; that, with various Ray, 

Lights up the Clouds, thoſe beauteous Robes of Heaven, 

Inceſſant roll'd into romantic Shapes, 

The Dream of waking Fancy ! Broad below, 

Cover d with ripening Fruits, and ſwelling faſt 1375 

Into the perfect Year, the pregnant Earth 

And all her Tribes rejoice. Now the ſoft Hour 

Of Walking comes: for him who lonely loves 

To ſcek the diſtant Hills, and there converſe 

Wita Nature; there to harmonize his Heart, 1380 

And in pathetic Song to breathe around 

The Harmony to others. Social Friends, 

Attun'd to happy Uniſon of Soul; 

Ta whoſe exalting Eye a fairer World, | 

Of which the Vulgar never had a Glimpſe, 1395 

Diſplays its Charms; whoſe Minds are richly fraught 

Vith Philoſophic Stores, ſyperior Light; 

And in whoſe Breaſt, enthuſiaſtic, burus 

Virtue, the Sons of Intereſt deem Romance: 

Now cali'd abroad enjoy the falling Day: 1390 

Now to the verdant Portico of Woods, 

To Nature's vaſt Lyceum, forth they walk; 

By that kind Scha where no proud Maſter reigrs, 
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The full free Converſe of the friendly Heart, 
Improving and improv'd. Now from the World, 1395 
Sacred to ſweet Retirement, Lovers ſteal, 
And pour their Souls in Tranſport, which the Sing 
Of Love approving hears, and calls it good. 
Which Way, Amanda, fhall we bend our Courſe ? 
The Choice perplexes. Wherefore ſhould we chuſe ? 
All is the ſame with Thee Say, ſhall we wind 1401 
Along the Streams? or walk the ſmiling Mead? 
Or court the Foreſt-Glaces ? or wander wild 
Among the waving Harveſts? or aſcend, 
While radiant Summer opens all itz Pride, 1405 
Thy Hill, delightful * Shene ? Here let us ſweep 
The boundlels Landſkip : now the raptur'd Eye, 
Exulting ſwift, to huge AvcusrTa ſend, 
Now to the + Si//cr-Hz//s that fkirt her Plain, 
To lofty Harrow now, and now to where 1410 
Majeſtic Vindſor lifts his Princely Brow. 
In lovely Contraſt to this glorious View, 
Calmly magnificent, then will we turn 
To where the filver THAuks firſt rural grows. 
There let the feaſted Eye unweary'd ſtray : 1415 
Luxurious, there, rove thro the pendant Woods 
That nodding hang o'er HazrINGToON's Retreat; 
And, ſtooping thence to Ham's embowering Walks, 
Beneath whofe Shades, in ſpotleſs Peace retir d, 
With He« the pleaſing Partner of -his Heart, 1420 
The worthy QugetgxNsz'ax yet laments his Gar, 
And poliſh'd Coax URN wooes the willing Muſe, 
Slow let us trace the matchleſs VALE or THamEs; 
Fair. winding up to where the Muſes haunt 
In Twit'nam's Bowers, and for their Pore implore 
The healing God; to royal Hampton's Pile, 1426 
To 
* The old Name of Richmond, fgnifying in . 
Shining, or Splendor. 
t Highgate and Hampſtead. 
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To Clrmont's terraſs d Height, and E/ber's Groves, 
Where in the ſweeteſt Solitude, embrac'd 
By the ſoft Windings of the ſilent Male, | 
From Courts and Senates PeLHam finds Repoſe. 1430 
Inchanting Vale! beyond whate'er the Muſe 
Has of Achaia or Heſperia ſung ! 
O Vale of Bliſs! O ſoftly ſwellipg Hills! 
On which the Poster of A lies, 
And joys to ſee the Wonders of his Toil. 1435 
Heavexs! what a goodly Proſpect ſpreads around, 
Of Hills, and Dales, and Woods, and Lawns, and Spires, 
And glittering Towns, and gilded Streams, till all 
The ſtretching Landſkip into Smoke decays ! 
Happy BriTaxN1a ! where the Queen or Ax rs, 
Infpiring Vigor, LIBERTY abroad 1441 
Walks, unconfin'd, even to thy fartheſt Cotts, 
And ſcatters Plenty with unſparing Hand. 
Rieu is thy Soil, and merciful thy Clime ; 


Thy Streams unfailing in the Summer's Drought; 1 4 45 


Unmatch'd thy Guardian-Oaks ; thy Valleys float 
With colden Waves: and on thy Mountains Flocks 
Bleat numbe rleſs; while, roving round their Sides, 
Bellow the blackening Herds in luſty Droves. 
Beneath, thy Meadows glow, and rife unquelld 1450 
Againſt the Mower's Scythe. On every hand, 
Thy Villas ſhine. 'I'by Country teems with Wealth; 
And Property aſſures it to the Swain, 
Pleas'd, and unweary d, in his guarded Toil. 
FuLL are thy Cities with the Sons of rt; 1455 

And Trade and Joy, in every buſy Street, 

- Mingling are heard: even Drudgery himſelf, 
As at the Car he ſweats, or duſty hews ,_ 
The Palace Stone, looks gay. Thy crouded Ports, 


With labour burn, and echo to the Shouts 
Of hurry'd Sailor, as he hearty waves 


His 


Where riſing Maſts an endleſs Proſpect yield, 1460 


f 


Who, with a generous tho mittaken Zeal, 
Withſtood a brutal Tyrant's uſeful Rage, 
Like Caro -firm, like Ag1sT1Des juſt, \ 
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His laſt Adieu, and looſening every Sbeet, 
Reſigns the ſpreading Veſſel to the Wind. 
B o 1. d, firm, and graceſul, are thy generous Youth, 
By Hardſhip finew'd, and by Danger fir d, 1466 
Scattering the Nations where they go; and firſt 
Or in the liſted Plain, or ſtormy Seas. 
Mild are thy Glories too, as o'er the Plans 
Of thriving Peace thy thoughtful Sires preſide; 1470 
In Genius, and ſubſtantial Learning, high; 
For every Virtue, every Worth, renown'd ; 
Sincere, plain-hearted, hoſpitable, kind ; 
Yet like the muſtering Thunder when provok'd, 
The Dread of Tyrants, and the ſole Refource 1475 
Of thoſe that under grim Oppreſſion groan. 
Try Soxns of GLokY many! ALFRED thine, 
In whom the ſplendor of heroic War, 
And more heroic Peace, when govern'd well, 
Combine ; whoſe hallow'd Name the Virtues faint, 
And his exvn Muſes love, the beſt of Angs. 1481 
With him thy Epwarps and thy Hew«rs ſhine, 
Names dear to Fame; the Firſt who deep impreſs'd 
On haughty Gaul the Terror of thy Arms, 
That awes ber Genius ſtill. In Srateſman Thou, 1485 
And Patriots, fertile, Thine a ſteady Moa x, 


Like rigid CixcixnaTus nobly poor, 1490 
A daunileſs Soul erect, who ſmil'd on Death: 
Frugal, and wiſe, a WaLsincHam is thine ; 
A Dark, who made thee Miſtreſs of the Deep, 
And bore thy Name in Thunder round the World. 
Then flam'd thy Spirit high: but who can ſpeak 1495 
The numerous Wertlics of the Marben Reten? 
In Rar EIou mark their every Glory mix'd, 
RALEIC, the Scourge of Spain ! whoſe Breaſt with all 
The 


\ 
\ 
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The Sage, the Patriot, and the Hero burn'd. 

Nor funk his Vigour, when a Coward-Reign 15 c0 
The Warrior fetter'd, and at laſt refign'd, 

To glut the Vengeance of a vanquiſh'd Foe, 

Then, active ſtill and unreſtrain'd, his Mind 

Explor'd the vaſt Extent of Ages paſt, 

And with his Priſon-Hours enrich'd the World ; 1 505 
Yet found no Times, in all the long Reſearch, 

So glorious, or ſo baſe, as Thoſe he prov d, 

In which he conquer'd, and in which he bled. 

Nor can the Muſe the gallant StoNE v paſs, 

The Plume of War! with early Laurels crown'd, 150 
The Lover's Myrtle, and the Poet's Bay. 

A Haweven too is thine, illuſtrious Land, 

Wiſe, ſtrenuovs, firm, of unſubmitting Soul, 

Who ſtem'd the Torrent of a downward Age 

To Slavery prone, and bade thee riſe again, 1515 
In all thy native Pomp of Freedom bold. 

Bright, at his Call; thy Age of Men effulg'd, 

Of Men on whom late Time a kindling Eye 

Shall turn, and Tyrants tremble while they read. 

Bring every fweeteſt Flower, and let me ftrew 1520 
The Grave where Russ r lies: whoſe temper'd Blogd 
With calmeſt Chearfulnefs for Thee reſign'd, 

Stain'd the ſad Annals of a giddy Reign ; 

Aiming at lawleſs Power, tho meanly ſunk 

In looſe inglorious Luxury. With him 1525 
His Friend, the“ Bairisn Cassius, fearleſs bled ; 
Of high determin'd Spirit, roughly brave, 

By antient Learning to th' enlighten'd Love 

Of antient Freedom warm'd. Fair thy Renown 

In awful Sages and in noble Bards : 1530 
Soon as the Light of dawning Science ſpread 
Her orient Ray, and wak'd the Muſes' Song. | 
Thine 
„ ALGERNON Sion ET. 
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Thine is a Bacon, hapleſs in his Choice ; 

Unfit to ſtand the civil Storm of State, 

And thro the ſmooth Barbarity of Courts, 1535 

With firm but pliant Virtue, forward ſtill 

To urge his Courſe. Him for the ſtudious Shade 

Kind Nature form'd, deep, comprehenſive, clear, 

Exact, and elegant; in one rich Soul, 

PLaTo, the STAGYRITE, and TuLLy join'd. 1549 

The great Deliverer he! who from the Gloom 

Of cloiſter'd Monks, and Jargon-teaching Schools, 

Led forth the true Philoſophy, there long 

Held in the magic Chain of Words and Forms, 

And Definitions void : he led Her forth, 1545 

Daughter of Heaven ! that flow-aſcending ſtill, 

Inveſtigating ſure the Chain of Things, 

With radiant Finger points to Hsavsx again, 

The generous “ As HLR thine, the Friend of Man; 

Who ſcann'd his Nature with a Brother's Eye, 15 50 

His Weakneſs prompt to ſhade, to raiſe his Aim, 

To touch the finer Movements of the Mind, 

And with the moral Beauty charm the Heart. 

Why need I name thy Boys, whoſe pious Search 

Amid the dark Receſſes of his Works, 1555 

The great CxeaTor ſought? And why thy Locke, 

Who made the whole internal World his own ? 

Let NEu rox, pure intelligence, whom Go 

To Mortals lent, to trace his boundleſs Works 

From Laws ſublimely ſimple, ſpeak thy Fame 1560 

In all Philoſophy. For lofty Senſe, 

Creative Fancy, and Inſpection keen 

Thro the deep Windings of the human Heart, 

Is not wild SHaKEsPEaR thine and Nature's Boaſt ? 

Ts not each great, each amiable Muſe 1565 

Of Claſſic Ages in thy Mitros met? 

A Genius Univerſal as his Theme, 
OS, Afoniſhing 

* AxTHONY-ASHLEY Coor ER, Earl of Shafteſbury. 
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Aſtoniſhing as Chaos, as the Bloom 
Of blowing Eden fair, as Heaven ſublime. 
Nor ſhall! my Verſe that elder Bard forget, 1579 
The gentle SyzxCER, Fancy's pleaſing Son; 
Who, like a copious River, pour'd his Song 
O'er all the Mazes of enchanted Ground: 
Nor Thee, his antient Maſter, laughing Sage, 
CHauces, whoſe native Manners painting Verſe, 1573 
Well moraliz'd, ſhines thro the Gothic Cloud 
Of Time and Language o'er thy Genius thrown. 
M a y my Song ſoften, as thy DaucnTteks I, 
Balr AN NIA, hail! for Beauty is their own, 
The feeling Heart, Simplicity of Life, 15 80 
And Elegance, and Tage: the faultleſs Form, 
Shap'd by the Hand of Harmony ; the Cheek, 
Where the live Crimſon, thro the native White 
Soft-ſhooting, o'er the Face diffuſes Bloom, 
And every nameleſs Grace ; the parted Lip, 1585 
Like the red Roſe-bud moiſt wita Morning-Dew, 
Breathing Delight ; and, under flowing Jet, 
Or ſunny Ringlets, or of circling Brown, | 
The Neck ſlight ſhaded, and the ſwelling Breaſt ; 
The Look reſiſtleſs, piercing to the Soul, 1390 
And by the Soul inform'd, when dreſt in Love 
She ſits high-ſmiling in the conſcious Eye. 
IS LAND of Bliſs! amid the ſubject Seas, 
Tnat thunder round thy rocky Coaſts, ſet up, 
At once the Wonder, Terror, and Delight, 1595 
Of diſtant Nations ; whoſe remoteit Shore 
Can ſoon be ſhaken by thy Naval Arm, 
Not to be ſhook thy ſelf, but all Aſſaults 
Baffling, like thy hoar Cliffs the loud Sea-Wave. 
OTu ov! by whoſe almighty Ned the Scale 1600 
Of Empire riſes, or altefhate falls, | 
Send forth the ſaving ViaTues round the Land, 
la bright patrol : white Peace, and ſocial Lowe ; 5 
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The tender looking Charity intent 
On gentle Deeds, and ſhedding Tears thro Smiles; 


Undaunted Trash, and Dignity of Mind; 1606 


Courage compos'd, and keen; found Tempcrance, 
Healthful in Heart and Look; clear Ch, 

With Bluſhes reddening as ſhe moves along, 

Diſorder'd at the deep Regard the draws ; 1619 
Bough Induftry ; Activity untir'd, 

With copious Life inform'd, and all awake: 

While in the radiant Front, ſuperior ſhines 

That firſt paternal Virtue, pablich Zral, 

Who throws o'er all an equal wide Survey, i615 
And, ever muſing on the common Weal, 

Still labours glorious with fome great Deſign. 

L o w waiks the Sun, and broadens by degrees, 
Juſt o'er the Verge of Day. The ſhifting Clouds 
Aſſembled gay, a richly-gorgeous Train, 1620 
In all their Pomp attend his ſett ng Throne. 

Air, Earth and Ocean ſmile immenſe. And now, 
As if his weary Chariot ſought the Bowers 
Of Arphitrite, and her tending Nymphs, 
(So Grecian Fable ſung) he dips his Orb; 1625 
Now halſ-immers'd ; and now a golden Curve 
Gives one bright Glance, then total dilappears. 
Fo & ever running an enchanted Round, 
Paſſes the Day, deceitful, vain, and void ; 
As fleets the Viſion o'er the formful Brain, 1630 
This Moment burrying wild th' impaiſion'd Soul, 
The next in nothing loſt. "Tis ſo to him, 
The Dreamer of this Earth, an idle Blank: 
A Sight of Horror to the cruel Wretch, 
Who all day long in ſordid Pleaſure roll d, 1635 
Himſelf an uſeleſs Load, has ſquander'd vile, 
Upon his ſcoundrel Train, what might have cre. 
A drooping Family of modeſt Worth, 
But to the generous ſtill-improving Mind, 


That 


That gives the hopeleſs Heart to ſing for Joy, 1640 
Diffufing kind Beneficence around, 

Boaſtleſs, as now deſcends the flent Dew; 

To him the long Review of order'd Life 

Is inward Rapture, only to be felt. 

Cos yrs from yonder flow-extinguiſh'd Clouds, 
All Ether ſoftening, ſober Evening takes 1646 
Her wonted Station in the middle Air ; 

A thouſand Shagows at her Beck. Firſt Tyr: 

She ſends on Earth ; then That of deeper Dye 

Steals ſoft behind; and then a Deeper ſtill, 1650 
In Gircle following Circle, gathers round, 

To cloſe the Face of Things. A freſher Gale 

Begins to wave the Wood, and ſtir the Stream, 
Sweeping with ſhadowy Guſt the Fields of Corn; 
While the Quail clamours for his running Mate, 1655 
Wide o'er the thiſtly Lawn, as ſwells the Breeze, 

A whitening Shower of vegetable Down 

Amufive floats. The kind impartial Care 

Of Nature nought diſdains : thoughtful to feed 

Her loweft Sons, and c'othe the coming Year, 1660 
From Field to Field the fcather'd Seeds ſhe wings. 

His folded Flock ſecure, the Shepherd home 
Hies, merry-hearted ; and by turns relieves 
The ruddy Milk-Maid of her bririming Pail; 

'The Beauty whom perhaps his witleſs Heart, 1665 

Unknowing what the Joy-mixt Anguiſh means, 

Sincerely loves, by that beſt Language ſhewn 

Of cordial Glances and obliging Deeds. 

Onward they paſs, o'er many a panting Height, 

And Valley ſunk, and unfrequented ; where 1670 

At Fall of Eve the Fairy People throng, 

In various Game, and Revelry to paſs 

The Summer-Night, as Village-Stories tell. 

But far about they wander from the Grave | 

Of him, whom his ungentle Fortune urg'd 1675 
Againſt 
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Againſt his own ſad Breaſt to lift the Hand 

Of impious Violence. The lonely Tower 

Is alſo ſhun'd ; whoſe mournful Chambers hold, 

So night ſtruck Fancy dreams, the yelling Ghoſt. 1679 
AmoNxG the crooked Lanes, on every Hedge, 

The Glow- Worm lights his Gem ; and, thro the Dark, 

A moving Radiance twinkles. Evening yields 

The World to Night ; not in her Winter-Robe 

Of maſſy Stygian Woof, but looſe array'd 

In Mantle dun. A faint erroneous Ray, 168 5 

Glanc'd from th' imperſect Surfaces of Things, 

Flings balf an Image on the ſtraining Eye; 

While wavering Woods, and Villages, and Streams, 

And Rocks, and Mountain-tops, that long retain'd 

Th' aſcending Gleam, are all one ſwimming Scene, 

Uncertain if beheld. Sudden to Heaven 1691 

Thence weary Viſion turns ; where, leading ſoft 

The ſilent Hours of Love, with pureſt Ray 

Sweet Venus ſhines ; and from her genial Riſe, 

When Day-Light ſickens till it ſprings afreſh, 1795 

Unrival'd reigns, the faireſt Lamp of Night. 

As thus th' Effulgence tremulous I drink, 

With cheriſh'd Gaze, the lambent Lightnings ſhoot 

Acroſs the Sky; ar horizontal dart, 

In wondrous Shapes : by fearful murmuring Crouds 

Portentous deem'd. Amid the radiant Orbs, 1701 

That more than deck, that animate the Sky, 

The Life-infufing Suns of other Worlds; 

Lo! from the dread Immenſity of Space 

Returning with accelerated Courſe, 1795 

The ruſhing Comet to the Sun deſcends ; 

Aud as he ſinks below the ſhading Earth, 

With awful Train projected o'er the Heavens, 

The gzilty Nations tremble. But, above 

Thoſe ſuperſtitious Horrogs that enſlave 1719 

The fond ſequacious Herd, to my ſtic Faich 
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And blind Amazement prone, th' enlighten d Few, 
Whoſe Godlike Minds Philoſophy exalts, 

The glorious Stranger hail. They feel a Joy 
Divinely great; they in their Powers exult, 1715 
'That wondrous Force of Thought, which mounting 
This duſky Spot, and meaſures all the Sky; {ſpurns 


While, from his far Excurſion thro the Wilds 
Of barren Ether, faithful to his Time, 


They ſee the blazing Wonder riſe anew, 1720 

In ſeeming Terror clad, but kindly bent 

To work the Will of all-ſuſtaining Lo vs: 

From his huge vapoury Train perhaps to ſhake 

Reviving Moiſture on the numerous Orbs, 

Thro which his long Ellipfis winds ; perhaps 192g 

To lend new Fuel to declining Suns, 

To light up Worlds, and feed th' eternal Fire. 

Wirn Thee, ſerene PyH1LosoPHY, with 'Fhee, 

And thy bright Garland, let me crown my Song ! 

Effuſive Source of Evidence, and Truth! 1730 

A Luſtre ſhedding o'er th' ennobled Mind, 

Stronger than Summer-Noon ; and pure as That, 

Whoſe mild Vibrations ſooth the parted Soul, 

New to the Dawning of celeſtial Day. 

Hence thro her nouriſh'd Powers, enlarg'd by thee, 

- She ſprings aloft with elevated Pride, 1736 

Above the tangling Maſs of low Defires, 

That bind the fluttering Croud ; and, Angel-wing'd, 

The Heights of Science and of Virtue gains, 

Where all is calm and clear; with Nature round, 

Or in the ſtarry Regions, or th' Abyſs, 1741 

Jo Reaſon's and to Fancy's Eye diſplay'd : 

Ihe Firſt up-tracing, from the dreary Void, 

The Chain of Cauſes and Effects to H 1 Mu, 

Ihe World-producing Ess8xce, who alone 1746 

Polleſles Being; while the Laf? receives 

The whole Magnikcence of Heaven and Earth, 
And 
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And every Beauty, delicate or bold, 
Obvious or more remote, with livelier Senſe, 
Diffuſive painted on the rapid Mind. 
TurToxr'p by thee, hence PotTRy exalts 
Her Voice to Ages; and informs the Page 
With Muſic, Image, Sentiment, and 'Thought, 
Never to die ! the Treaſure of Mankind! 
Their higheſt Honour, and their trueſt Joy! 1755 
Wirnour thee what were unenlighten'd Man? 
A Savage roaming thro the Woods and Wilds, 
In queſt of Prey; and with th' unfaſhion'd Furr 
Rough clad; devoid of every finer Art, 
And Elegance of Life. Nor Happineſs 1769 
Domeſtic, mix'd of Tenderneſs and Care, 
Nor moral Excellence, nor ſocial Bliſs, 
Nor guardian Law were his ; nor various Skill 
To turn the Furrow, or to guide the Tool 
Mechanic; nor the Heaven- conducted Prow 1765 
Of Navigation bold, that fearleſs braves 
The burning Line or dares the wintry Pole, 
Mother ſevere of infinite Delights 
Nothing, ſave Rapine, Indolence, and Guile, 
And Woes on Woes, a ſtill revolving Train! 1779 
Whoſe horrid Circle had made human Life | 
Than Non-exiltence worſe : but, taught by Thee, 
Ours are the Plans of Policy, and Peace; 
To live like Brothers, and conjunctive all 
Embelliſh Life. While thus laborious Crouds 1773 
Ply the tough Oar, PxritosvPny directs 
The ruling Helm; or like the liberal Breath 
Of potent Heaven, inviſible, the Sail 
Swells out, and bears th' inferior World along. 
Nos to this evancſcent Speck ot Earth 739 
Poorly confin'd, the radiaut Tracis on high 
Are her exalted Range; intent to gaze 


Creation thro ; and, from that full Complex 
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Of never-ending Wonders, to conceive 

Of the Sous BEING right, who ſpoke the Word, 1785 
And Nature mov'd compleat. With inward View, 
Thence on th' ideal Kingdom ſwift ſhe turns 

Her Eye; and inſtant, at her powerful Glance, 

Th' obedient Phantoms vaniſh or appear; 

Compound, divide, and into Order ſhift, 1799 
Each to his Rank, from plain Perception up 

To the fair Forms of Fancy's fleeting Train ; 

To Reaſon then, deducing Truth from Truth ; 

And Notion quite abſtract; where firſt begins 

The World of Spirits, Action all, and Life 1795 
Unfetter'd, and unmix d. But here the Cloud, 

So wills ET ENNAL PaOoVIDbENcE, fits deep. 


Enough for us to know that this dark State, 
In wayward Paſhons loſt, and vain Purſuits, 


This Infancy of Being, cannot prove 800 
The final Iſſue of the Works of Goo, 
By boundleſs Love and perfect Wispou form'd, 
And ever riſing with the riſing Mind. 
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The Subject propos d. Addres'd to Mr. Ons Low. 4 
Preſpect of the Fielus ready for Harveſt. Reflexion, 
in praiſe of Induſtry rais'd by that View. Reaping. 
A Tale relative to it. A Harweſt Storm. Shooting and 
Hunting, their Barbarity. A ludicrous Account of 
Fox-hunting, A View of an Orchard. Wall. Fruit. 
A Vinezard. A Deſcription of Fogs, frequent in the 
latter part of Autumn: whence a Digreſſion, enqui- 
ring into the Riſe of Fountains aud Rivers. Birds of 
Seaſon conſidered, that now ſhift their Habitation. 
The prodigious Number of them that cover the northern 
and weſtern Iſles of ScoTLanD. Hence a View 
of the Country. A Proſpect of the diſcoloured, fading 
Hoods. Aſter a gentle duſty Day, Moon-light. Au- 
tamnal Meteors. Morning: to which ſucceeds a calms 
ture, Sun-ſiny Day, ſuch as uſually ſhuts up the Sea- 
fon. The Harveſt being gathered in, the Country dif 
folv'd in Foy. The whole concludes with a Paneg yrit 
on a Philaſaphical Country Life. 
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ROWN'D with the Sickle, and the wheaten Sheaf, 
While Auruue, nodding o'er the yellow Plain, 
Comes jovial on; the Doric Reed once more, 

Well pleas'd, I tune. -Whate'er the wintry Froſt 
Nitrous prepar'd ; the various-bloſom'd Spring 5 
Put in white Promiſe forth; and Summer-Suns 
Concocted ftrong, ruſh boundleſs now to View, 


Full, perfect all, and ſwell my glorious Theme. 


OnsLow! the Muſe, ambitious of thy Name, 
To grace, inſpire, and dignify her Song, 
Would from the Public Voice thy gentle Ear 
A while engage. Thy noble Cares ſhe knows, 
"The Patriot Virtues that diſtend thy Thought. 
Spread on thy Front, and in thy Boſom glow ; 
While liſtening Senates hang upon thy Tongue, 15 
Devolving thro the Maze of Eloquence 
A Rowl of Periods, ſweeter than her Song. 
But ſhe too pants for public Virtue, ſhe, 
Tho weak of Power yet ſtrong in ardent Will, 
Whene'er her Country ruſhes on her Heart, 
Aſſumes a bolder Note, and fondly tries 
To mix the Patriot's with the Poet's Flame. 
Waun x the bright Virgin gives tho beauteous 2 
And Libra weighs in equal Scales the Vear; 
From Heaven's high Cope the f.erce Effulgence ſhook 25 
Of parting Summer, a ſerener Blue, 
With golden Light enliven'd wide inveſts 
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The happy World. Attemper'd Suns ariſe, 

Sweet-beam'd, and ſhedding oft thro lucid Clouds 

A pleaſing Calm; while broad, and brown, below 30 

Extenſive Harveſts hang the heavy Head. 

Rich, filent, deep, they ftand ; for not a Gale 

Kolls its light Billows o'er the bending Plain; 

A Calm of Plenty ! till the ruffled Air 

Falls from its Poiſe, and gives the Breeze to blow. 35 

Rent is the fleecy Mantle of the Sky ; % 

The Clouds ily different; and the ſudden Sun 

By Fits effulgent gilds th' illumin'd Field, 

And black by Fits the Shadows ſweep along. 

A gayly-checker'd Heart-expanding View, 40 

Far as the circling Eye can ſhoot around, 

Unbounded tofling in a Flood of Corn. | 
TuEszE are thy Bleſſings, IndusT&Y ! rough Power 

Whom Labour Hill attends, and Sweat, and Pain; 

Yet the kind Source of every gentle Art, 45 

Aud all the ſoft Civility of Life : 

Raiſer of Human Kind! by Nature caſt, 

Naked, and helpleſs, out amid the Woods, 

Aud Wilds, to rude inclement Elements; | 

M ith various Seeds of Art deep in the Mind 50 

Implanted, and profuſely pour'd around S 

Materials infinite; but-idle all. 

Still unexerted, in th' unconſcious Breaſt, 

Slept the lethargic Powers; Corruption till, 

Voracious, ſwallow'd what the liberal Hand 55 

Of Bounty ſcatter'd o'er the ſavage Year: | 

And ftill the ſad Barbarian, roving, mix'd 

With Beaſts of Prey ; or for his Acorn-Meal 

Fought the fierce tuſcy Boar ; a ſhivering Wretch ! 

Aghaſt, and comfortleſs, when the bleak North, 66 

With Winter charg'd, let the mix'd Tempeſt fly, 

Hail, Rain, and Snow, and bitter breathing Fra : 

Then to the Shelter of the Hut he fled ; 3 
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And the wild Seaſon, ſordid, pin'd away. 
For Home he had not; Home is the Reſort 75 
Of Love, of Joy, of Peace and Plenty, where, 
Supporting and ſupported, poliſh'd Friends, 
And dear Relations mingle into Blifs. 
But this the rugged Savage never felt, 
Even deſolate in Crouds ; and thus his Days 70 
Roll'd heavy, dark, and uncnjoy'd along: 
A Waſte of Lime! till IndusT&y approach'd, 
And rous'd him from his miſerable Sloth : 
His Faculties unfolded ; pointed out, 
Where laviſh Nature the directing Hand 75 
Of Art demanded ; ſhew'd him how to raiſe 
His feeble Force by the mechanic Powers, 
o dig the Mineral from the vanlted Earth, 
On what to turn the piercing Rage of Fire, 
On what the Torrent, and the gather'd Blaſt ; 85 
Gave the tall antient Foreſt to his Ax; 
Taught him to chip the Wood, and hew the Stone, 
Till by Degrees the finiſh'd Fabric roſe ; 
Tore from his Limbs the Blood-polluted Fur, 
And wrapt them in the woolly Veſtment warm, 83 
Or bright in gloſſy Silk, and flowing Lawn; | 
With wholeſome Viands fill'd his Table, pour'd 
The generous Glaſs around, inſpir'd to wake 
The Life-refining Soul of decent Wit : 
Nor ſtopp'd at barren bare Neeeflity ; 90 
But ſtill advancing bolder, led him on, 
To Pomp, to Pleaſure, Elegance, and Grace; 
And, breathing high Ambition thro his Soul, 
Set Science, Wiſdom, Glory, in his View, | 
And bad him be the Lord of all below. 95 
THEN gathering Men their natural Powers combin'd 

And form'd a Public ; to the general Good 
Submitting, aiming, and conducting all. 
Far This the Patriot-Council met, the full, 
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The free, and fairly repreſented Mole; 100 
For this they plann'd the holy Guardian-Laws, 
Diſtinguiſh'd Orders, animated Arts, 

And with joint Force Oppreſton chaining, ſet 

heterial Fuftice at the Helm; yet ſtill 

To them accountable : nor laviſh dream'd 105 
That toiling Millions muſt reſign their Weal, 

And all the Honey of their Search, to ſuch 

As for themſelves alone themſelves have rais'd. 

I1z:xce every Form of cultivated Life 
In order ſet, protected, and inſpir'd, 110 
Into Pe: fection wronght. Uniting all, 

Society grew numerous, high, polite, - 

And happy. Nurſe of Art! the City rear'd 

In beauteous Pride her Tower-encircled Head; 

And, ſtretching Street on Street, by Thouſands drew, 115 
From twining woody Haunts, or the tough Yew 

To Bows ſtrong-ſtraining, her aſpiring Sons. 

Tux Commerce brought into the public Walk 
The buſy Merchant; the big Ware-houſe built; 119 
Rais'd the ftrong Crane; choak'd up the loaded Strees 
With foreign Plenty, and thy Stream, O THames, 
Large, gentle, deep, majeſtic, King of Floods! 

Choſe for his grand Reſort. On either hand, 

Like a long wintry Foreſt, Groves of Maſts 

Shot up their Spires; the bellying Sheet between 125 
Poſieſs'd the breezy Void; the footy Hulk 

Steer'd fluggiſh on; the ſplendid Barge along 

Row'd, regular, to Harmony ; around, 

The Boat, light-ſkimming, ſtretch'd its oary Wings; 
While deep the various Voice of fervent Toil 130 
From Pank to Bank increas'd ; v/kerice ribb'd with Oak, 
To bear the Batirisu TuunD:s, black, and bold, 
The roaring Veſſel ruſh'd into the Main. 

T #en too the pillar'd Dome, wagnitic, heav'd 
Its ample Roof; and Luxury within 135 

Pour'd 
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Pour'd out her glittering Stores: the Canvas ſmooth, 

With glowing Life protuberant, to the View 

Embodied role ; the Statue ſeem'd to breathe, 

And ſoften, into Fleſh, beneath the Touck 

Of forming Art, Imagination fluſh'd. 140 
ALL is the Gift of Inpusrry ; whate'er 

Exalts, embelliſhes, and renders Life 

Delightful. Penſive Winter chear'd by him 

Sits at the ſocial Fire, and happy hears 

Th' excluded Tempeſt idly rave along; 145 

His harden'd Fingers deck the gaudy Spring ; 

Without him Summer were an arid Waſte ; 

Nor to th' autumnal Months could thus tranſmit 

T hoſe full, mature, immeaſurable Stores, 

That, waving round, recal my wandering Song. 150 

80 o as the Morning trembles o'er the Sky, 

And, unperceiv'd, unfolds the ſpreading Day; 

Before the ripen'd Field the Reapers ſtand, 

In fair Array ; each by the Laſs he loves, 

To bear the rongher Part, ahd mitigate 153 

By nameleſs gentle Offices her Toil. 

At once they ſtoop and ſwell the luſty Sheaves; 

While thro their chearful Band the rural Talk, 

The rural Scandal and the rural Jelt 

Fly harngleſs, to deceive the tedious Time, 160 

And ſteal unfelt the ſultry Hours away. 

Behind the Maſter walks, builds up the Shocks ; 

And, conſcious, glancing oft on every Side 

His ſated Eye, feels his Heart heave with Joy. 

The Gleaners ſpread around, and here and there, 165 

Spike after Spike, their ſparing Harveſt pick. 

Be not too narrow, Huſbandmen ! but fling 

From the full Sheaf, with charitable Stealth, 

The liberal Handful. Think, oh grateful think! 


How good the Gob of HarvesrT is to you; 170 


Who pours Abundance o'er your flowing Fields ; 
E 4 While 
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While theſe unhappy Partners of your Kind 
Wide-hover round you, like the Fowls of Heaven, 
And aſk their humble Dole. The various Turns 
Of Fortune ponder ; that your Sons may want 17g 
What now, with hard Reluctance, faint, ye give. 

THe lovely young Lavinia once had Friends; 
And Fortune ſmil'd, deceitful, on her Birth. 
For in her helpleſs Years depriv'd of all, 
Of every Stay, ſave Innocence and Hz avan, 180 
She with her widow'd Mother, feeble, old, 
And poor, liv'd in a Cottage, far retir'd 
f mong the Windings of a woody Vale; 
By Solitude and deep ſurrounding Shades, 
But more by baſhful Modeſty, conceal'd. 185 
Together thus they ſhunn'd the cruel Scorn 
Which Virtue, ſunk to Poverty, would meet 
From giddy Faſhion and low- minded Pride: 
Almoſt on Nature's common Bounty fed, 
Like the gay Birds that ſung them to Repoſe, 190 
Content, and careleſs of to-morrow's Fare. 
Her Form was freſher than the Morning-Roſe, 
When the Dew wets its Leaves; unſtain'd, and pure, 
As is the Lily, or the Mountain Snow. 
The modeſt Virtues mingled in her Eyes, 195 
Still on the Ground dejected, darting all 
Their humid Beams into the blooming Flowers 
Or when the mournful Tale her Mother told, 
Of what her faithleſs Fortune promis'd once, 
Thrill'd in her Thought, they, like the dewy Star 
Of Evening, ſhone in Tears. A native Grace 201 
Sat fair-proportion'd on her poliſh'd Limbs, 
Veil'd in a ſimple Robe, their beſt Attire, 
Beyond the Pomp of Dreſs ; for Lovelineſs 
Needs not the foreign Aid of Ornamen”, 205 
But is when unadorn'd adorn'd the moſt. 


Thoughtleſs of Leauty, ſhe was Leauty's Self, 
Recluſe 


— 


AUTUMN. 105 


Reclaſe amid the cloſe-embowering Woods. 

As in the hollow Breaſt of Appennine, | 

Beneath the Shelter of encircling Hills, 219 
A Myrtle riſes, far from human Eye, 

And breathes its balmy Fragrance o'er the Wild ; 

So flouriſh'd blooming, and unſeen by all, 

The ſweet Lavinia; till, at length, compell'd 

By ſtrong Neceflity's ſupreme Command, 215. 
With ſmiling Patience in her Looks, ſhe went 

To glean PaLEmon's Fields. The Pride of Swains 
PaLEMoN was, the Generous, and the Rich, 

Who led the rural Lite in all its Joy, 

And Elegance, ſuch as Arcadian Song 220 
Tranſmits from antient uncorrupted Times; 

When tyrant Cuſtom had not ſhackled Man, 

But free to follow Nature was the Mode. 

He then, his Fancy with autumnal Scenes 

Amuſing, chanc'd beſide his Reaper-Train 223 
To walk, when poor Lavixia drew his Eye; 
Unconſcious of her Power, and turning quick 

With unaffected Bluſhes from his Gaze: 

He ſaw her charming, but he ſaw not half 

The Charms her down-caſt Modeſty conceal' d. 250 
That very Moment Love and chaſte Deſire 

Sprung in his Boſom, to himſelf unknown ; 

For ſtill the World prevail'd, and its dread Laugh, 
Which ſcaice the firm Philoſopher can ſcorn, 

Should his Heart own a Gleaner in the Field: 235 
And thus in ſecret to his Soul be figh'd. 
- «Wha rT pity ! that ſo delicate a Form, 

„By Beauty kindled, where enlivening Senle, 

„And more than vulgar Goodneſs ſeem to dwell, 

* Should be devoted to the rude Embrace 240 
Of ſome indecent Clown ? She looks, methinks, 

« Of old AcasTo's Line; and to my Mind 


* Recals that Patron of my happy Life, 
E 5 From. 


106 AUTU M MN. 


« From whom my liberal Fortune took its Riſe ; 
© Nov, to the Duit gone down; his Houſes, Lands, 
* And once fair ſpreading Family diſſolv'd. 246 
"Tis ſaid that in ſome lone obſcure Retreat, 
„ Urg'd by Remembrance fad, and decent Pride, 
« Far from thofe Scenes which knew their better Days, 
„ His aged Widow and his Daughter live, 250 
Whom yet my fruitleſs Search could never find. ; 
* Romantic Wiſh, would this the Daughter were!“ 
Was x, ſtrict enquiring, from herſelf he found 

She was the ſame, the Daughter of his Friend, 
Of bountiful AcasTo ; who can ſpeak 255 
The mingled Paſſions that ſurpriz'd his Heart, 
And thro his Nerves in ſhivering Tranſport ran ? 
Then blaz'd his ſmother'd-Flame, avow'd, and bold; 
And as he view'd Her, ardent, o'er and o'er, 
Love, Gratitude, and Pity wept at once. 360 
Confus'd, and frighten'd at his fudden Tears, 
Her riſing Beauties fluſh'd a higher Bloom, 
As thus PaLEMay, paſſionate, and juſt, 
Pour'd out the pious Rapture of his Soul. 

« An p art thou then Acas10's dear Remains? 
+ She, whom my reſtleſs Gratitude has ſought, 266 
So long in vain? Oh yes! the very ſame, , 
+ The ſoſten'd Image of my noble Friend, 
« Alive, his every Feature, every Look, 
More elegantly touch'd. Sweeter than Spring! 270 
* "Thou ſole ſurviving Bloſſom from the Root, 
That nouriſh'd up my Fortune, ſay, ah where, 
% In what ſequeſter d Deſart, haſt thou drawn 
The kindeſt Aſpect of delighted Heaven? 
* Into ſuch Beauty ſpread, and blown ſo fair; 275 
Tho Poverty's cold Wind, and crufhing Rain, 
« Peat keen, and heavy, on thy tender Years ? 
O let me now, into a richer Soil, 
++ Tranſplant thee fate ! where vernal Suns, and Showers, 

| | « Diffuſe 


AUTUMN. 107 


« Diffuſe their warmeſt, largeſt Influence ; 280 

« And of my Garden be the Pride, and Joy! 

« Tt ill befits thee, oh it ill befits 

% AcasTo's Daughter, his whoſe open Stores, 

«. Tho vaſt, were little to his ampler Heart, 

« The Father of a Country, thus to pick 285 

« The very Refuſe of thoſe Harveſt-Fields, 

« Which from his bounteous Friendſhip I enjoy. 

« Then throw that ſhameful Pittance from thy Hand, 

« But ill apply'd to ſuch a rugged Taſk ; 

« The Fields, the Maſter, all, my Fair, are thine ; 290 

« Tf to the various Bleſſings which thy Houſe 

« Has on me laviſh'd, thou wilt add that Bliſs, 

«© That deareſt Bliſs, the Power of bleſhng Thee !” 
Here ceas'd the Youth : yet ſtil] his ſpeaking Eye 

Expreſs'd the ſacred Triumph of his Soul, 293 

With conſcious Virtue, Gratitude, and Love, 

Above the vulgar Joy divinely rais'd. 

Nor waited he Reply. Won by the Charm 

Of Goodneſs irreſiſtible, and all | 

In ſweet Diſorder loſt, ſhe bluſh'd Conſent. DS 

The News immediate to her Mother brought, 

W bile, pierc'd with anxious Thought, ſhe pin'd away 

The lonely Moments for Lavixia's Fate; 

Amaz'd, and ſcarce believing what ſhe heard, 

Joy ſeiz'd her wither'd Veins, and one bright Gleam 

Of ſetting Life ſhone on her Evening Hours: 300 

Not leſs enraptur'd than the happy Pair; 

Who flouriſh'd long in tender Bliſs, and rear'd 

A numerous Offspring, lovely like themſelves, 

And good, the Grace of all the Country round. 30 
-DeretaTiNnG oft the Labours of the Year, 

The ſultry South collects a potent Blaſt. 

At firſt, the Groves are ſcarcely ſeen to ſtr 

Their trembling Tops; and a ſtill Murmur runs 

Along the ſoft-inclining Fields ef Corn : 315 

, ; But 
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But as th' aerial Tempeſt fuller ſwells, 

And in one mighty Stream, inviſible, 

Immenſe, the whole excited Atmoſphere, 

Impetuous ruſhes o'er the ſounding World; 

Strain'd to the Root, the ſtooping Foreſt pours 320 
A ruſtling Shower of yet untimely Leaves. 
High-bcat, the circling Mountains eddy in, 

From the bare Wild, the diſſipated Storm, 

Aud ſend it in a Torrent down the Vale. 

Expos'd, and naked, to its utmoſt Rage, 325 
Thro all the Sea of Harvelt rolling round, 

The billowy Plain floats wide ; nor can eyade, 

Tho pliant to the Blaſt, its feizing Force ; 

Or whirl'd in Air, or into vacant Chaff 

Shook waſte. And ſometimes too a Burſt of Rain, 330 
Swept from the black Horizon, broad, deſcends 

In one continuous Flood. Still over head 

The mivgling Tempeſt weaves its Gloom, and ſtill 
The deluge deepens ; till the Fields around 

Lie ſunk, aud flatted, in the ſordid Wave. 335 
Sudden, the Ditches ſwell; the Meadows ſwim. 

Red, from the Hills, innumerable Streams 
Tumultuous roar ; and high above its Banks 

The River lift; before whoſe ruſhing Tide, 

Herds, Flocks, and Harveſts, Cottages, and Swains, 
Roll mingled down; all that the Winds had ſpar d, 34 
In one wild Moment ruin'd, the big Hopes, 

And well-earn'd Treaſures of the painful Vear. 

Fled to ſome Eminence, the Huſbandman, 

Helpleſs bebolds the miſerable V reck 345 
Driving along; his drowning Ox at once 
Deſcending, with bis Labours ſcatter d round, 

He ſees ; and inſtant o'er his ſhivering Thought 
Comes Winter unprovided, and a Train 
Of clamant Children dear. Ye Maſters, then, 350 
Be miadful of the rough laborious Hand, | 


That 
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That ſinks you ſoft in Elegance and Eaſe ; 

Be mindful of thoſe Limbs in Ruſſet clad, 

Whoſe Toil to yours is Warmth, and graceful Pride ; 
And oh be mindful of that ſparing Board, 355 
Which covers yours with Luxury profuſe, 

Makes your Glaſs ſparkle, and your Senſe rejoice ! 
Nor cruelly demand what the deep Rains, 

And all- involving Winds have ſwept away. 

He a E the rude Clamour of the Sportſman's Joy, 
The Gun fait-thundering, and the winded Horn, 361 
Would tempt the Muſe to ſing the rural Game : 

How, in his Mid- career, the Spaniel ſtruck, 
Stiff, by the tainted Gale, with open Noſe, 


Outſtretch d, and finely ſenſible, draws full, 365 


Fearful, and cautious, on the latent Prey; 
As in the Sun the circling Covey baſk 
Their varied Plumes, and watchful every way 
Thro the rough Stubble turn the ſecret Eye. 
Caught in the meſhy Snare, in vain they beat 370 
Their idle Wings, intangled more and more: 
Nor on the Surges of the boundleſs Air, 
Tho borne triumphant, are they ſafe ; the Gun, 
Glanc'd juſt, and ſudden, from the Fowler's Eye 
O'ertakes their ſounding Pinions; and again, 375 
Immediate, brings them from the towering Wing, 
Dead to the Ground; or drives them wide diſpers'd, 
Wounded, and wheeling various, down the Wind. 

Tuese are not Subjects for the peaceful Muſe, 
Nor will ſhe ſtain with ſuch her ſpotleſs Song; 380 
Then moſt delighted, when ſhe ſocial fees 
The whole mix'd Anima]-Creation round 
Alive, and happy. *'Tis not Joy to Her, 
This falſely chearſul barbarous Game of Death; 
This Rage of Pleaſure, which the reſtleſs Youth 385 
Awakes. inpatient, wich the gleaming Morn ; 

When 
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When Beaſts of Prey retire, that all Night long, 

Urg'd by Neceſſity, had rang'd the Dark, 

As if their conſcious Ravage ſhun'd the Light, 

Aſham'd. Not fo the ſteady Tyrant Man, 390 

Who with the thoughtleſs Inſolence of Power 

Inflam'd, beyond the moſt infuriate Wrath 

Of the worſt Monſter that e'er roam'd the Waſte, 

For Sport alone purſues the cruel Chace, 

Amid the Beamings of the gentle Days. 395 

Upbraid, ye ravening Tribes, our wanton Rage, 

For Hunger kindles you, and lawleſs Want ; 

But laviſh fed, in Nature's Bounty roll'd, 

To joy at Anguiſh, and delight in Blood, 

Is what your horrid Boſoms never knew. 400 
Poor is the Triumph o'er the timid Hare ! 

Scar'd from the Corn, and now to ſome lone Seat 

Retir'd : the ruſhy Fen ; the ragged Furze, 

Stretch'd o'er the ſtony Heath; the Stubble chapt ; 

The thiſtly Lawn ; the thick entangled Broom ; 405 

Of the ſame friendly Hue, the wither'd Fern ; 

The fallow Ground laid open to the Sun, 

Concoctive; and the nodding ſandy Bank, 

Hung o'er the Mazes of the Mountain-Brook. 

Vain is ber beſt precaution ; tho ſhe fits 410 

Conceal'd, with folded Ears: unſleeping Eyes, 

By Nature rais'd to take th' Horizon in; 

And Head couch'd cloſe betwixt her hairy Feet, 

In Act to ſpring away. The ſcented Dew 

Betrays her early Labyrinth ; and deep, 415 

In ſcatter d ſullen Openings, far behind, 

With every Breeze ſhe hears the coming Storm. 

But nearer, and more frequent, as it loads 

The fighing Gale, the ſprings amaz d, and all 

The ſavage Soul of Game is up at once : 420 

The Pack full opening, various; the ſhrill Horn, 

Reſounded from the Hills; the neighing Steed, 
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Wild for the Chace; and the loud Hunter's Shout; 

O'er 4 weak, harmleſs, flying Creature, all 

Mix'd in mad Tumult, and diſcordant Joy. 425 
Tus Stag too, ſingled from the Herd, where lon 

He rang'd the branching Monarch of the Shades, 

Before the Tempeſt drives. At firſt, in Speed 

He, ſprightly, puts his Faith ; and, rous'd by Fear, 

Gives all his ſwift aerial Soul to Flight. 430 

Againſt the Breeze he darts, that Way the more 

To leave the leſſening murderous Cry behind. 

Deception ſhort ! tho' fleeter than the Winds 

Blown o'er the keen-air'd Mountain by the North, 

He burtts the Thickets, glances thro the Glades, 435 

And plunges deep into the wildeſt Wood. 

If flow, yet ſure, adheſive to the Track 

Hot-ſtreaming, up behind him come again 

Th' inhuman Rout, and from the ſhady Depth 

Expel him, circling thro his every Shift. 440 

He ſweeps the Foreſt oft; and ſobbing ſees 

The Glades, mild-opening to the golden Day ; 

Where, in kind Conteſt, with his butting Friends 

He wont to ſtruggle, or his Loves enjoy. 

Oft in the full-deſcending Flood he tries 445 

To loſe the Scent, and lave his burning Sides ; 

Oft ſeeks the Herd; the watchful Herd, alarm'd, 

With ſelfiſh Care avoid a Brother's Woe. 

What ſhall he do? His once ſo vivid Nerves, 

Soffull of buoyant Spirit, now no more 459 

Inſpire the Courſe ; but faiuting breathleſs Toil, 

Sick, ſcizes on his Heart: he ſtands at Bay; 

And puts his laſt weak Refuge in Deſpair. 

The big round Tears run down his dappled Face ; 

He groans in Anguiſh ; while the growling Pack, 455 

blood-happy, hang at his fair jutting Cheſt. 

And maik his beauteous chequer'd Sides with on. 
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Or this enough. But if the ſilvan Youth 
Whoſe fervent Blood boils into Violence, 
M uit have the Chace; behold, deſpiſing Flight, —$60._. 
The rous'd-up Lion, reſolute, ood i 6 
Ad vancing full on the protended Spear, 

And Coward- band, that circling whcel aloof. 

Slunk from the Cavern, and the troubled Wood, 

See the grim Wolf; on him his ſhaggy Foe 46; 
Vindictive fix, and lot the Ruffian die: 

Or, growling horrid, as the brindled Boar 

Grins fell Deſtruction, to the Monſter's Heart 

Let the Dart lighten from the nervous Arm. 

Tarts: Britain knows not; give, ye Balroxs, then 
Your ſportive Fury, pityleſs, to pour 471 
Looſe on the nightly Robber of the Fold : 

Him, from his craggy winding Haunts unearth'd, 
Let all the Thunder of the Chace purſue. 
Throw the broad Ditch behind you ; o'er the Hedge 
High- bound, reſiſtleſs; nor the deep Moraſs 476 
Refuſe, but thro the ſhaking Wilderneſs 
Pick your nice Way ; into the perilous Flood 
Bear fearleſs, of the raging Inſtinct full; 
And as you ride the Torrent, to the Banks 480 
Your Triumph ſound ſonorous, running round, 
From Rock to Rock, in circling Echos toſt. 
Bur if the rougher Sex by this fierce Sport 

Is hurried wild, let not ſuch horrid Joy 
E'er ſtain the Boſom of the BatTisH FAIR. 485 
Far be the Spirit of the Chace from them ! | 
Uncomely Courage, unbeſeeming Skill, + 
To ſpring the Fence, to rein the prancing Steed, 
The Cap, the Whip, the maſculine Attire, 
In which they roughen to the Senſe, and all 490 
The winning Softneſs of their Sex is loſt. 
In them 'tis graceful to diflolve at Woe ; 
With every Motion, every Word, to wave 
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Quick o'er the kindling Cheek the ready Bluſh; 
And from the ſmalleſt Violence to ſhrink, 495 
| Unequal, then the lovelieſt in their Fears; 
And by this filent Adulation, ſoft, 
To their Protection more engaging Man. 
O may their Eyes no miſerable Sight, 
Save weeping Lovers, ſee! a nobler Game, 500 
Thro Love's enchanting Wiles purſu'd, yet fled, 
In Chace ambiguous. May their tender, Limbs 
Float in the looſe Simplicity of Dreſs ! 
And, faſhion'd all to Harmony, alone 
Know they to ſeize the captivated Soul, 505 
In Rapture warbled from love-breathing Lips ; 
To teach the Lute to languiſh ; with ſmooth Step, 
Diſcloſing Motion in its every Charm, 
To ſwim along, and ſwell the mazy Dance; 
To train the Foliage o'er the ſnowyyLawn ; 510 
To guide the Pencil, turn the tuneful Page; 
To lend new Flavour to the fruitful Vear, 
And heighten Nature's Dainties; in their Race 
To rear their Graces into ſecond Life ; 
To give Society its higheit Tatte ; 515 
Well-order'd home Man's beſt Delight to make, 
And by ſubmiſhive Wiſdom, niodeſt Skill, f 
With every gentle care eluding Art, 
To raiſe the Virtues, animate the Bliſs, 
And ſweeten all the Toils of hu an Life: 520 
T his be the female Dignity, and Praiſe. 
Yz Swains now haſten to the Hazel-bank ; 
Where, down yon Dale, the wildly-winding Brook 
Falls hoarſe from Steep to Steep. In cloſe Array, 
Fit for the Thickets and the tang'ing Shrub, 525 
Ye Virgins come. For you their lateſt Song 
The Woodlands raiſe ; the cluſtering Nuts for you 
The Lover finds amid the ſecret Shade; 
And, where they burni(h on the topmoſt Bough, 
With 
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With active Vigour cruſhes down the Tree; 
Or ſhakes them ripe from the reſigning Huſk, 
A gloſſy Shower, and of an ardent brewn, 
As are the Ringlets of MeLixpa's Hair; 


Melis ba form'd with every Grace compleat, 

Yet theſe negleRing, above Beauty wile, 

And far tranicending ſuch a vulgar Praiſe. 
Hencr from the buſy joy-reſounding Fields, 

In chearful Error, let es tread the Maze 

Of Autumn, unconfin'd ; and taſte, reviv'd, 

The Breath of Orchard big with bending Fruit. 

Obedient to the Breeze and beating Ray, 

From the Ueep-loaded Bough a mellow Shower 

Inceſſant melts away. The juicy Pear 

Lies, in a ſoft Profuſion, ſcatter'd round. 

A various Sweetneſs ſwells the gentle Race; 

By Nature's all refining Hand prepar's ; 

Of temper'd Sun, and Water, Earth, and Air, 

In ever changing Compoſition mixt. 

Such, falling frequent thro' the chiller Night, 

The fragrant Storcs, '2 wide-projefted Heaps 

Of Apples, which the Julty-:.anded Year, 

Innumerous, o'er the bluſhir gz Orchard thakes. 

A various Spirit, freſi, dehic:5us, keen, 

Dwells in their gelid Pores ; and, aCt:1e points 

The piercing Cyder for the thirſty Tongue: 

Thy Native Theme, and boon Inſpirer too, 

PaiLLiPs, Pomona's Bard, the ſecond thou 

Who nobly durſt, in Rhyme- unfetter'd Verſe, 

With Bar isu Freedom ſing the Baris H Song; 

How, from S./ urian Vats, high ſparkling Wines 
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Foam in tranſparent Floods ; ſome ſtrong, to cheer 


The wintry Kevels of the labonring Hind ; 
And taſteful ſome, to cool the Summer- Hours. 
In this glad Seaſon, while his ſweeteſt Beams 


The Sun ſheds equal o'er the meeken d Day; 
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Oh loſe me in the green delightful Walks 
Of, Dopbix rox, thy Seat, ſerene and plain; 
Where ſimple Nature reigns; and every View, 


Diffuſive, ſpreads the pure Dor/etiar Downs, 


In boundleſs Proſpect, yonder ſhagg'd with Wood, 5 70 
Here rich with Harveſt, and there white with Flocks! 
Mean time the Grandeur of thy lofty Dome, 


Far- ſplendid, ſeizes on the raviſh'd Eye. 

New Beauties riſe with each revolving Day ; 

New Columns ſwell ; and ſtill the freth Spring finds 575 
New Plants to quicken, and New Groves to green. 
Full of thy Genius all! the Muſes Seat; 

Where in the ſecret Bower, and winding Walk, 
For virtuous YouNG and thee they twine the Bay. 
Here wandering oft, fir d with the reſtleſs Thirk 5 80 
Of thy Applauſe, I ſolitary court 

Th inſpiring Breeze; and meditate the Book 

Ot Nature ever open, aiming thence, 

Warm from the Heart, to learn the moral Song. 

Here, as I ſteal along the ſunny all, 585 
W here Autumn baſks, with Fruit empurpled deep, 


My pleaſing Theme continual prompts my Thought: 
Preſents the duwny Peach; the ſhining Plumb, 


The ruddy, fragrant Nectarine; and dark, 
Beneath his ample Leaf, the luſcicus Fig. 


go 
The Vine too here her curling 'Fendrils ſhoots; 
Hangs out her Cluſters, glowing to the South; 
And ſcarcely wiſhes for a warmer Sky. 

Tusx we a Moment Fancy's rapid Flight 
To vigorous Soils, and Climes of fair Extent ; 595 


Where, by the potent Sun elated high, 

The Vineyard ſwells refulgent on the Day: 
Spreads o'er the Vale: or up the Mountain climbs, 
Profuſe ; and drinks amid the ſunny Rocks, 
From Cliff to Cliff increas'd, the heighten'd Blaze. 600 
Law bend the weighty Boughs. The Cluſters clear, 
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Half thro the Foliage ſeen, or ardent flame, 
Or ſhine trauſparent ; while Perfection breathes 
White o'er the turcent Film the living Dew. 
As thus they brighten with exalted Juice, 655 
Touch'd into Flavour by the mingling Ray; 
The rural Youth and Virgins o'er the Field. 
Each fond for each to cull th' autumnal Prime, 
Exulting rove, and ſpeak the Vintage nigh. 
Then comes the cruſhing Swain; the Country floats, 
And foams unbounded with the maſhy Flood; 611 
Tnat by degrees fermented, and refin'd, 
Round the rais'd Nations pours the Cup of Joy: 
The Claret ſmooth, red as the Lip we preſs 
In ſparkling Fancy, while we drain the Bowl; 615 
The mellow-taſted Burgundy ; and quick, 
As is the Wit it gives, the gay Champaign. 
Now, by the cool declining Year condens'd, 
Deſcend the copious Exhalations, check'd 
As up the middle Sky unſeen they ſtole, 620 
And roll the doubling Fogs around the Hill. 
No more the Mountain, horrid, vaſt, ſublime, 
Who pours a Sweep of Rivers from his Sides, 
And high between contending kingdoms rears 
The rocky long Diviſion, fills the View 625 
With great Variety ; but in a Night 
Of gathering Vapour, from the baffled Senſe 
Sinks dark and dreary. Thence expanding far, 
The huge Duſk, gradual, ſwailows up the Plain. 
Vaniſh the Woods. The dim-ſeen River ſeems 630 
Sullen, and ſlow, to roll the miſty Wave. 
Even in the Height of Noon oppreſt, the Sun 
Sheds weak, and blunt, his wide-refratted Ray; 
Whence glaring oft, with many a broaden'd Orb, 
He frigh's the Nations. Indiſtinct on Earth, 635 
Seen thro the turbid Air, beyond the Life 
Objects appear; and, wilder'd, o'er the Waſte 15 
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The Skepherd ſtalks gigantic. Till at laſt 
Wreath'd dun around, in deeper Circles ſtill 
Succeſhve cloſing, fits the general Fog 640 
Unbounded o'er the World ; and, mingling thick, 
A formleſs grey Confuſion covers all. 
As when of old (ſo ſung the HeBxew Bard) 
Light, uncollected, thro the Chaos urg'd 
Its Infant Way; nor Order yet had drawn 645 
His lovely Train from out the dubious Gloom. 
Tusss reving Miſts, that conſtant now begin 
To ſmoak along the hilly Country, Theſe, 
With weighty Rains, and melted Alpine Snows, 
The Mountain- Ciſterns fill, thoſe ample Stores 650 
Of Water, ſcoop'd among the hollow Rocks; 
Whence guſh the Streams, the ceaſeleſs Fountains play, 
And their unfailing Wealth the Rivers draw, 
Some Sages ſay, that, where the numerous Wave 
For ever laſhes the reſounding Shore, 655 
Drill'd thro the ſandy Stratum, every Wave, | 


The Waters with the ſandy Stratum riſe ; 


Amid whofe Angles infinitely ſtrain'd, 

They joyful leave their jaygy Salts behind, 

And clear and ſweeten, as they ſoak along. 669 

Nor ſtops the reſtleſs Fluid, mounting ſtill, 

Though oft amidſt th' irriguous Vale it ſprings ; 

But to the Mountain courted by the Sand, 

That leads it darkling on in faithful Maze, 

Far from the Parent - Main, it boils again 665 

Freſh into Day; and all the glittering Hill 

Is bright with ſpouting Rills. But hence this vain 

Amuſive Dream ! why ſhould the Waters love 

To take ſo far a Journey to the Hills, 

When the ſweet \ alleys offer to their Toil 670 

Inviting Quiet, and a nearer Bed? 

Or if, by blind Ambition led aftray, 

They aiult afpire ; why ihould they ſudden top 
Among 
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Among the broken Mountain's ruſhy Dells, 

And, ere they gain its higheſt Peak, deſert 675 
'Th' attractive Sand that charm'd their Courſe fo long ? 
Beſides, the hard agglomerating Salts 

The Spoil of Ages, would impervious choak 

Their ſecret Channels; or, by ſlow Degrees, 

High as the Hills protrude the ſwelling Vales: 680 
Old Ocean too, ſuck'd thro the porous Globe, 

Had long erenow forſook his horrid Bed, 

And brought Deucalion's watry Times again. 

S a Y then, where lurk the vaſt eternal Springs, 
That, like caEATING NaTuRE lie conceal'd 635 
From mortal Eye, yet with their laviſh Stores 
Refreſh the Globe, and all its joyous Tribes ? 

O thou pervading Genius, given to Man, 

To trace the Secrets of the dark Abyſs, 

O lay the Mountains bare ! and wide diſplay 690 
Their hidden Structure to the aſtoniſn'd View ! | 
Strip from the branching 4/ps their piny Load, 

The huge Incumbrance of horrific Woods 

From Aſian Taurus, from [mais ſtretch' d 

Athwart the roving Tartar's ſullen Bounds ! 695 
Give opening Hemus to my ſearching Eye, 

And high O/ympus pouring many a>Stream ! 

O from the ſounding Summits of the North, 


The Dofrine Hills, thro Scandinavia roll'd 


To fartheſt Lapland and the frozen Main; 700 
From lofty Caucaſus, far- ſeen by Thoſe 

WI Ie in the Caſpian and black Euxine toll ; 

From cold Riphean Racks, which the wild Ruſs 

Believes the + /fony Girdle of the World; | 

And all the dreadful Mountains, wrapt in Storm, 705 
Whence wide Siberia draws her lonely Floods ; 


O ſweep 


+ The Moſcovites call the Riphean Mountains Weliki 
Cameny poys, that is, the great tony Girdle; becauſe 
they ſuppoſe them to encompaſs the whole E arth. 
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O ſweep th' eternal Snows ! Hung o'er the Deep, 
That ever works beneath his ſounding Baſe, 

Bid Atlas, propping Heaven, as Poets feign, 
His ſubterranean Wonders ſpread ! unveil - 
The miny Caverns, blazing on the Day, 

Of 4by//inia's Cloud-compelling Cliffs. 

And of the bending * Mountains of the Moon ! 
O'ertopping all theſe Giant - Sons of Earth, 
Let the dire Andes, from the radiant Line 
Stretch'd to the ſtormy Seas that thunder round 
The ſouthern Pole, their hideous Deeps unfold ! 
Amazing Scene! Behold ! the Glooms diſcloſe, 
I ſee the Rivers in their infant Beds! 

Deep deep I hear them, lab'ring to get free ! 

I ſee the leaning Strata, artful rang'd ; 

The gaping Fiſſures to receive the Rains, 

The melting Snows, and ever dripping Fogs. 
Strow'd bibulous above I ſee the Sands, 

The pebbly Gravel next, the Layers then 

Of mingled Moulds, of more retentive Earths, 
The guttur'd Rocks and mazy-running Clefts ; 
That, while the ſtealing Moiſture they tranſmit, 
Retard its Motion, and forbid its Waſte. 
Beneath th' inceſſant weeping of theſe Drains, 

I ſee the rocky Siphons ſtretch'd immenſe, 

The mighty Reſervoirs, of harden'd Chalk, 
Or ſtiff compacted Clay, capacious form'd. 
O'erflowing thence, the congregated Stores, 
The cryſtal Treaſures of the liquid World, 
'Thro the ſtirr'd Sands a bubbling Paſſage burſt ; 
And welling out, around the middle Steep, 

Or from the Bottoms of the boſom'd Hills, 

In pure Effuſion low. United, thus, 

Th' exhaling Sun, the Vapour-burden'd Air, 
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The gelid Mountains, that to Rain condens'd 
Theſe Vapours in continual Current draw, 
And ſend 'em, o'er the fair-divided Earth, 
In bounteous Rivers to the Deep again, | 
A ſocial Commerce hold, and firm ſupport 745 
The full-adjuſted Harmony of Things. 

Waex Autumn ſcatters his departing Gleams, 
Warn'd of approaching Winter, gather'd, play 
The Swallow-People ; and toſs'd wide around, 


O'er the calm Sky, in Convolution ſwift, 750 


The feather d Eddy floats: rejoicing once, 
Ere to their wintry Slumbers they retire, 
In cluſters clung, beneath the mouldring Bank, 
And where, unpierc'd by Froſt, the Cavern ſweats : 
Or rather into warmer Climes convey'd, 755 
With other kindred Birds of Seaſon, there 
They twitter chearful till the vernal Months 
Invite them welcome back : for thronging, now 
Innumerous Wings are in commotion all. 

Wut the Rhine loſes his majeſtic Force 760 
In Belgian Plains, won from the raging Deep, 
By Diligence amazing, and the ſtrong 
Unconquerable Hand of Liberty, 
The Stork-Aſſembly meets; for many a Day, 
Conſulting deep, and various, ere they take 76; 
'Their arduous Voyage thro the liquid Sky. 
And now their Rout defign'd, their Leaders choſe, 
Their Tribes adjuſted, clean'd their vigorous Wings, 
And many a Circle, many a ſhort Eſlay, 
Wheel'd round and round, in Congregation full, 770 
The figur'd Flight aſcends; and, riding high 
Th' aerial Billows, mixes with the Clouds 


Ox where the Northern Ocean, in vaſt Whirls, 
Boils round the naked melancholy Iſles 


Of fartheſt Thule, and the Atlantic Surge 775. 


Pours in among the ſtormy Hebrides, 
Who 
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Who can recount what Tranſmigrations there 

| Are annual made? What Nations come and go? 

And how the living Clouds on Clouds ariſe ? 

Infinite Wings! till all the Plume-dark Air, 789 
_ rude reſounding Shore are one wild Cry. 


ERE the plain harmleſs Native his ſmall Flock, 
And Herd diminutive of many Hues, 


Tends on the little Iſland's verdant Swell, 

The Shepherd's ſea-girt Reign; or, to the Rocks 285 
Dire-clinging, gathers his ovarious Food ; 

Or ſweeps the fiſhy Shore ; or treaſures up 


The Plumage, riſing full, to form the Bed - 


Of Luxury. And here a while the Muſe, 
High- hovering o'er the broad cerulean Scene, 


790 
Sees CALEDONIA, in romantic View; 
Her airy Mountains, from the waving Main, 
Inveſted with a keen diffuſwe Sky, 
Breathing the Soul acute ; her Foreſts huge, 
Incult, robuſt, and tall, by Nature's Hand 95 


Planted of old ; her azure Lakes between, 
Pour'd out extenſive, and of watry Wealth 

Full; winding deep, and green, her fertile Vales ; 
With many a cool tranſlucent brimming Flood + 
Waſh'd lovely, from the Taweed (pure Parent-Stream, 8c 56 
Whoſe paſtoral Banks firſt heard my Doric Reed 

With filvan Jed, thy tributary brook) 

To where the North-inflated Tempeſt foams 
O'er Orca's or Betubium's higheſt Peak: 
Nurſe of a People, in Misfortune's School 
Train'd up to hardy Deeds: ſoon viſited 

By Learning, when before the Gothic Rage 
She took her weſtern Flight. A manly Race, 
Of unſabmitting Spirit, wiſe, and brave, 
Who ſtill thro bleeding Ages ſtruggled hard, 319 
(As well unhappy WaLLace can atteſt, 

Great Patriot-Heroe ! ill-requited Chief!) 
Vor. I. F | To 
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To hold a generous undiminiſh'd State; 

Too much in vain! Hence of unequal Bounds 
Impatient, and by tempting Glory borne 815 
O'er every Land, for every Land their Life 

Has flow'd profuſe, their piercing Genius plan'd, 
And ſwell'd the Pomp of Peace their faithful Toll : 
As from their own clear North, in radiant Streams, 
Bright over Europe burſts the Boreal Mors. 820 

On is there not ſome Patriot, in whoſe Power 

That beſt that godlike Luxury is plac'd, 

Of bleſſing Thouſands, Thouſands yet unborn, 

Thro late Poſterity ? ſome, large of Soul, 

Jo chear dejettcd Induſtry, to give 825 
A double Harveſt to the pining Swain, 

And teach the labouring Hand the Sweets of Toil; 
How, by the fineſt Art, the native Robe 

To weave; how, white as Hyperborean Snow, 

To form the lucid Lawn; with venturous Oar 830 
How to daſh wide the Billow ; nor look on, 
Shamefully paſſive, while Batawian Fleets 

Defraud us of the glittering finny Swarms, 

That heave our Friths, and croud upon our Shores; 
How all enlivening Trade to rouſe, and wing $35 
Ihe proſperous Sail, from every growing Port, 
Uninjur'd, round the ſea-incircled Globe; 

And thus, in Soul united as in Name, 

Bid B&1TAiN reign the Miſtreſs of the Deep? 

Vs, there are ſuch. And full on thee, AgcyLe, 
Her Hope, her Stay, her Darling, and her Boaſt, $41 
From her firſt Patriots and her Heroes ſprung, 

Thy fond imploring Country turns her Eye; 
In thee, with all a Mother's Triumph, ſees 

ler every Virtue, every Grace combin'd, 845 
Her Genius, Wiſdom, her engaging Turn, 
Her Pride of Honour, and her Courage try'd, 
Calm, aud intrepid, in che very Throat 
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Of ſulphurous War, on Tenicr's dreadful Field. 

Nor leſs the Palm of Peace inwreathes thy Brow : 850 

For, powerful as thy Sword, from thy rich Tongue 

Perſuaſion flows, and wins the high Debate; 

While mix'd in thee combine the Charm of Youth, 

The Force of Manhood, and the Depth of Age. 

Thee, FoxBxs, too, whom every Worth attends, 855 

As Truth fincere, as weeping Friendſhip kind, 

Thee, truly generous, and in Silence great, 

Thy Country feels thro her reviving Arts, 

Plan'd by thy Wiſdom, by thy Soul inform'd ; 

And ſeldom has ſhe known a Friend like thee. 860 
Bu er ſee the fading many-colour'd Woods, 

Shade deepening over Shade, the Country round 

Imbrown ; a crouded Umbrage, duſk, and dun, 

Of every Hue, from wan declining Green 


To ſooty Dark. Theſe now the loneſome Muſe, 865 


Low-whiſpering, lead into their leaf-ſtrown Walks, 
And give the Seaſon in its lateſt View. 

Ms an-Time, light-ſhadowing all, a ſober Calm 
Fleeces unbounded Ether ; whoſe» leaft Wave 
Stands tremulous, uncertain where to turn 870 
The gentle Current: while illumin'd wide, 
The dewy ſkirted Clouds imbibe the Sun, 
And thro their lucid Veil his ſoften'd Force 
Shed o'er the peaceful World. Then is the Time 
For Thoſe, whom Wiſdom and whom Nature charm, 
To ſteal thenifelves from the degenerate Croud, 876 
And ſoar above this little Scene of Things ; 


To tread low-thoughted Vice beneath their Feet; 


To ſooth the throbbing Paſſions into Peace; 
And wooe lone Quiet in her ſilent Walks. 830 
Tuus ſolitary, and in pentive Guile, | 
Oft let me wander o'er the ruſſet Mead, 
And thro the ſadden'd Grove, where ſcarce is heard 
One dying Strain, to chear the Woodman's Toil. 
F 2 Haply 
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Haply ſome widow'd Songſter pours his Plaint, 885 
Far, in faint Warblings, thro the tawny Cope. 
While congregated 'Thruſhes, Linnets, Larks, 

And each wild Throat, whoſe artleſs Strains ſo late 
Swell'd all the Muſic of the ſwarming Shades, 

Robb'd of their tuneful Souls, now ſhivering fit 890 
On the dead Tree, a dull deſpondent Flock, 

With not a Brightneſs waving o'er their Plumes, 

And nought ſave chattering Diſcord in their Note. 

O let not, aim'd from ſome inhuman Eye, 

The Gun the Muſic of the coming Year 895 
Deſtroy ; and harmleſs, unſuſpeting Harm, 

Lay the weak Tribes, a miſerable Prey, 

In mingled Murder, fluttering on the Ground! 

Tu pale deſcending Year, yet pleaſing ſtill, 

A gentler Mood inſpires; for now the Leaf goo 
Inceſſant ruſtles from the mournful Grove. 

Oft ſtartling ſuch as, ſtudious, walk below, 

And ſlowly circles thro the waving Air. 

But ſhould a quicker Breeze amid the Boughs 

Sob, o'er the Sky the leafy Deluge ſtreams ; 905 
Till choak'd, and matted with the dreary Shower, 
The Foreſt-Walks, at every riſing Gale, 

Roll wide the wither'd Waſte, and whiftle bleak. 
Fled is the blaſted Verdure of the Fields ; 

And ſhrunk into their Beds, the flowery Race g19 
Their ſunny Robes reſign. Ev'n what remain'd 

Of ſtronger Fruits falls from the naked Tree; 

And Woods, Fields, Gardens, Orchards, all around 
The deſolated Proſpect thrills the Soul. 

He comes! he comes! in every Breeze the Power 
Of Püitrosorhic MELaxcHoLyY comes! 916 
His near Approach the ſudden ſtarting Tear, 

The glowing Cheek, the mild dejected Air, 

The ſoften'd Feature, and the beatiug Heart, 

Picrc'd deep wick many a virtuous Pang, declare. 920 
O'er 
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O'er all the Soul his ſacred Influence breathcs; 92 
Inflames Imagination ; thro the Breaſt 
Infuſes every Tenderneſs ; and far 
Beyond dim Earth exalts the ſwelling Thought. 
Ten thouſand thouſand fleet Ideas, ſuch 
As never mingled with the vulgar Dream, 930 
Croud faſt into the Mind's creative Eye: 
As faſt the correſpondent Paſſions riſe, 
As varied and as high: Devotion rais'd 
To Rapture, and divine Aftoniſhment ; 
The Love of Nature unconfin'd, and, chief, 93 
Of human Race ; the large ambitious Wiſh, _ 
To make them bleſt; the Sigh for ſuffering Worth, 
Loſt in Obſcurity ; the noble Scorn, 
Of Tyrant-Pride; the fearleſs great Reſolve ; 
The Wonder which the dying Patriot draws, 910 
Inſpiring Glory thro remoteſt Time; 
Th' awaken'd Throb for Virtue, and for Fame; 
The Sympathies of Love, and Friendſhip dear ; 
With all the ſocial Offspring of the Heart. 

Ou bear me then to vaſt embowering Shades, 945 
To twilight Groves, and viſionary Vales ; 
To wee; ing Grottoes, and prophetic Glooms ; 
Where Angel Forms athwart the ſolemn Duſk, 
Tremendous ſweep, or ſeem to ſweep along, 
And Voices more than human, thro the Void 9;0 
Deep-ſounding, ſeize th' enthuſiaſtic Ear! 

O is this Gloom too much? Then lead, ye Powers, 
That o'er the Garden and the rural Seat 


Preſide, which ſhining thro the chearful Land 


In countleſs Numbers bleſt BziTaxnia fees ; 955 
O lead me to the wide-extended Walks, 
The fair Majeftic Paradiſe of STowe *! __ 
Not Perfian Cyrus on Tama's Shore, 
E'er ſaw ſuch filvan Scenes; ſuch various Art : 
F 3 | By 
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By Genius fir'd, ſuch ardent Genius tamd 

By cool judicious Art ; that, in the Strife, 
All-beauteous Nature fears to be outdone. 

And there, O P1 T, thy Country's early Boaſt, 
There let me fit beneath the ſhelter'd Slopes, g60 
Or in that * Temple where, in future Times, 

Thou well ſhalt merit a diſtinguiſh'd Name; 

And, with thy Converſe bleſt, catch the laſt Smiles 

Of Autumn beaming o'er the yellow Woods. 

While there with Thee th' inchanted Round I walk, 
The regulated Wild, gay Fancy then 966 
Will tread in Thought the Groves of 4!tic Land; 

Will from thy ſtandard Taſte refine her own, 

Correct her Pencil to the pureſt Truth 

Ot Nature, or, the unimpaſhon'd Shades 970 
Forſa king, raiſe it to the human Mind. | 

O if Þereafter ſhe, with juſfer Hand, 

Shall draw the Tragic Scene, inſtruct Her thou, 

To mark the vary'd Movements of the Heart, 

What every decent Character requires, 975 
And every Paſſion ſpeaks: O thro her Strain 

Breathe thy pathetic Eloquence ! that moulds 

Th' attentive Senate, charms, periuades, exalts. 

Of honeſt Zeal th', indignant Lightning throws, 


And ſhakes Corruption on her venal Throne. 98 


While thus we talk, and thro £/:/fan Vale 


' Delighted rove, perhaps a Sigh eſcapes : 


What pity, Connau, thou thy verdant Files 

Of order d Trees ſhouldſt here inglorious range, 

Inſtead of Squadrons flaming o'er the Field, 985 

And long-embattled Hoſts ! When the proud Foe 

The faithleſs vain Diſturber of Mankind, 

Inſulting Gau/, has rous'd the World to War ; 

When keen, once more, within their Bounds to preſs 

Thoſe poliſh'd Robbers, thoſe ambitious Slaves, 990 
e 


'® The Temple of Virtue in Stowe Gardens. 
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The Bairisz YouTH would hail thy wiſe Command, 
Thy temper'd Ardor and thy veteran Skill. 

T x Weſtern Sun withdraws the ſhorten'd Day; 
And humid Evening, gliding o'er the Sky, 

In her chill Progreſs, to the Ground condens'd 995 
The Vapours throws. Where creeping Waters ooze, 
Where Marſhes Ragnate, and where Rivers wind, 
Cluſter the rolling Fogs, and ſwim along 

The duſky-mantled Lawn. Mean-while the Moon 
Full-orb'd, and breaking thro the ſcatter'd Clouds, 
Shews her broad Viſage in the crimſon'd Eaſt. 1001 
Turn'd to the Sun direct, her ſpotted Diſk, 

Where Mountains riſe, umbrageous Dales deſcend, 
And Caverns deep, as optic Tube deſcries, 

A ſmaller Earth, gives all his Blaze again, 1cog 
Void of its Flame, and ſheds a ſofter Day. 

Now thro the paſſing Cloud ſhe ſeems to ſtoop, 

Now up the pure Cerulean rides ſublime. 

Wide the pale Deluge floats, and ſtreaming mild 

O'er the ſky'd Mountain to the ſhadowy Vale. 1010 
While Rocks and Floods reflect the quivering Gleam, 
The whole Air whitens with a boundleſs Tide 

Of filver Radiance, trembling round the World. 

Bu T when half-blotted from the Sky her Light, 
Fainting, permits the ſtarry Fires to burn, 1015 
With keener Luſter thro the Depth of Heaven; 

Or quite extinct her deaden d Orb appears, 

And ſcarce appears, of ſickly beamleſs White; 

Oft in this Seaſon, ſilent from the North 

A Blaze of Meteors ſhoots: enſweeping firſt 1020 
The lower Skies, they all at once converge 

High to the Crown of Heaven, and all at once 
Relapſing quick as quickly reaſcend, 5 

And mix, and thwart, extinguiſh, and renew, 

All Ether courſing in a Maze of Light. 1025 

From Look to Look, contagious thro the Croud, 
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The Panic runs, and into wondrous Shapes 

Th' Appearance throws: Armies in meet Array, 
Throng'd with aerial Spears and Steeds of Fire; 

Till the long Lines of full extended War 1030 
In bleeding Fight commixt, the ſanguine Flood 

Rolls a broad Slaughter o'er the Plains of Heaven. 

As thus they ſcan the viſionary Scene, 

On all fides ſwells the ſuperſtitious Din, 

Incentinent ; and buſy Frenzy talks 1035 
Of Blood and Battle ; Cities over-turn'd, 


And late at Night in ſwallowing Earthquake ſunk, 

Or h\ceous wrapt in fierce aſcending Flame; 

Of ſallow Famine, Inundation, Storm; 

Of Peſtilence, and every great Diſtreſs ; 1040 

Empires ſubvers'd, when ruling Fate has ſtruck 

Th' unalterable Hour: even Nature's ſelf 

Is deem'd to totter on the Brink of Time. 

Not ſo the Man of philoſophic Eye, 

And Inſpe& ſage; the waving Brightneſs he 1045 

Curious ſurveys, inquiſitive to know 

The Cauſes, and Materials, yet unfx'd, 

Of this Appearance beautiful, and new. 

N o w black, and deep, the Night begins to fall, 

A Shade immenſe. Sunk in the quenching Gloom, 

Magnificent and vaſt, are Heaven and Earch. 1051 

Order confounded lies ; all Beauty void ; 

Diſtinction loſt; and gay Variety 

One univerſal Blot : ſuch the fair Power 

Of 1 ight, to kindle and create the Whole. 1055 

Drear is the State of the benighted Wretch, 

Who then, bewilder'd, wanders thro the Dark, 

Full cf pale Fancies, and Chimeras huge ; 

Nor vificed by one directive Ray, 

From Cottage ſtreaming, or from airy Hall. 1060 

Perhaps impatient as he ſtumbles on, 

Struck from the Root of ſlimy Ruſhes, blue, _ 
ce 
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The Wild-fire ſcatters round, or gather'd trails 

A Length of Flame deceitful o'er the Moſs ; 

Whither decoy'd by the fantaſtick Blaze, 1065 
Now loft and now renew d, he ſinks abſorpt, 

Rider and Horſe amid the miry Gulph: 

While ſtill, from Day to Day, his pining Wife, 

And plaintive Children his Return await, 

In wild Conjecture loſt, At other Times, 1070 
Sent by the better Genius of the Night, 

Innoxious, gleaming on the Horſe's Mane, 

The Meteor fits ; and ſhews the narrow Path, 

That winding leads thro Pits of Death, or elſe 
Inſtructs him how to take the dangerous Ford. 1075 

Tus lengthen'd Night elaps'd, the Morning ſhines 

Serene, in all her dewy Beauty bright, 

Unfolding fair the laſt autumnal Day. 

And now the mounting Sun diſpels the Fog ; 

The rigid Hoar-Froſt melts before his Beam; 1080 
And hung on every Spray, on every Blade 

Of Graſs, the myriad Dew-Drops twinkle round. 

An ſee where robb'd, and murder'd, in that Pit, 
Lies the ſtill heaving Hive! at Evening ſnatch'd, 
Beneath the Cloud of Guilt-concealing Night, 1085 
And fix'd o'er Sulphur : while, not dreaming Ill, 

The happy People, in their waxen Cells, 
Sat tending publick Cares, and planning Schemes 
Of Temperance, for Winter poor ; rejoic'd 
To mark, full- flowing round, their copious Stores. 
Sudden the dark oppreſſive Steam aſcends ; 10g1 
And, us'd to milder Scents, the tender Race, 
By thouſands, tumbles from their honey'd Domes, 
Convolv'd, and agonizing in the Duft. 
And was it then for This you roam'd the Spring,1095 
Intent from Flower to Flower ? for 'This you toil'd 
Ceaſleſs the burning Summer- Heats away ? 
For This in Autumn ſearch'd the blooming Waſte, 
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Nor loſt one ſunny Gleam ? for this ſad Fate? 

O Man! tyrannic Lord! how long, how long, 11co 
Shall proſtrate Nature groan beneath your Rage, 
Awaiting Renovation ? when oblig'd, 

Muſt you deſtroy ? Of their ambroſial Food 

Can you not borrow ; and, in juſt Return, 
Afio.d them Shelter from the wintry Winds; 1105 
Or, as the ſharp Year pinches, with their Own 

Again regale them on ſome ſmiling Day? 

See where the ſtony Bottom of their Town 

Looks deſolate, and wild; with here and there 

A helpleſs Number, who the ruin'd State 1110 
Survive, lamenting weak, caſt out to Death. 

Thus a proud City, populous and rich, 

Full of the Works of Peace, and high in Joy, 

At Theater or Feaſt, or ſunk in Sleep, 

(As late, Palermo, was thy Fate) is ſeiz'd 1115 
By ſome dread Earthquake, and convulſive hurl'd, 
Sheer from the black Foundation, ſtench-involv'd, 

Into a Gulph of blue ſulphureous Flame. 

He x cE every harſher Sight! for now the Day, 
O'er Heaven and Earth diffus'd, grows warm, and high, 
Infinite Splendor ! wide inveſting All. 1122 
How ſtill the Breeze! ſave what the filmy Threads 
Of Dew evapora:e bruſhes from the Plain. 

How clear the cloudleſs Sky ! how deeply ting'd 

With a peculiar Blue! th' ethereal Arch 1125 

How ſwell'd immenſe ! amid whoſe azure thron'd 

'The radiant Sun how gay ! how calm below 

The gilded Earth! the Harveſt-Treaſures all 

Now gather'd in, beyond the Rage of Storms, 

Sure to the Swain; the circling Feace ſhut up; 1130 

And inſtant Winter's utmoſt Rage defy'd. | 

While, Ilcoſe to feſtive Joy, the Country round 

Lauglis with the loud Sincerity of Mirth, 

Shock to the Wind their Cares. The Toil- ſtrung yon 
Y 
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By the quick Senſe of Muſic taught alone, 
Leaps wildly graceful in the lively Dance. 
Her every Charm abroad, the Village-Toaſt, 
Young, buxom, warm, in native Beauty rich, 
Darts not-unmeaning Looks ; and, where her Eye 
Points an approving Smile, with double Force, 1140 
The Cudgel rattles, and the Wreſtler twines. 

Age too ſhines out; and, garrulous, recounts 

The Feats of Youth. Thus they rejoice ; nor think 
That, with to-morrow's Sun, their annual Toil 
Begins again the never. ceafing Round. 

Ou knew he but his Happineſs, of Men 
The happieſt he! who far from public Rage, 
Deep in the Vale, with a chice Fonv retir'd, 
Drinks the pure Pleaſures of the Rurar Lie. 
What tho the Dome be wanting ; who e proud Gate. 
Each Morning, vomits out the ſneaking Croud 


1135 


145 


1151 
Of Flatterers falſe, and in their turn abus'd # ; 
Vile Intercourſe ! What tho the glittering Robe, 

Of every Hue reflected Light can give, 

Or floating looſe, or ſtiff with mazy Gold, 1155 


The Pride and Gaze of Fools ! oppreſs him not ? 
What tho, from utmoſt Land and Sea purvey'd, 
For him each rarer tributary Life 

Bleeds not, and his inſatiate Table heaps 

With Luxury, and Death? What tho his Bowl 1160 
Flames not with coſtly Juice ; nor ſunk in Beds, 

Oft of gay Care, he toſſes out the Night, 

Or melts the thoughtleſs Hours in idle State? 

What tho he knows not thoſe fantait.c Joys, 


That ill amuſe the Wanton, ſtill ceceive; 1165 

A Face of Pleaſure, but a Heart ot Pain; 

Their hollow Moments undeliglued all? 

Sure Peace is his; a ſolid Lite, eſtrang'd 

To Diſappointment, and fallacious Hope: 

Rich in Content, in Nature's Bounty rich, 1179 
In 
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In Herbs and Fruits; whatever greens the Spring, 1165 
When Heaven deſcends in Showers ;or bends the Bough, 
When Summer reddens, and when Autumn beams ; 
Or in the Wintry Glebe whatever lies 
Conceal'd, and fattens with the richeſt Sap: 1175 
Theſe are not wanting; nor the milky Drove, 
Luxuriant, ſpread o'er all the lowing Vale; 
Nor bleating Mountains ; nor the Chide of Streams, 
And Hum of Bees, inviting Sleep fincere 
Into the guiltleſs Breaſt, beneath the Shade, 1180 
Or thrown at large amid the fragrant Hay ; 
Nor aught beſides of Proſpect, Grove, or Song, 
Dim Grottoes, gleaming Lakes, and Fountain clear. 
Here too dwells ſimple 'I'ruth ; plain Innocence; 
Unſully'd Beauty; ſound unbroken Youth, 1185 
Patient of Labour, with a Little pleas'd; 
Health ever - blooming; unambitious Toil ; 
Calm Contemplation, and poetic Eaſe. 

Le T others brave the Flood in Queſt of Gain, 


And beat, for joy leſs Months, the gloomy Wave | 


Let ſuch as deem it Glory to deſtroy 1197 
Rufh into Blood, the Sack of Cities ſeek; 

Unpierc'd, exulting in the Widow's Wail, 

The Virgin's Shriek, and Inſant's trembling Cry. 

Let ſome, far diſtant from their native Soil, 1195 
Urg'd or by Want or harden'd Avarice, 

Find other Lands beneath another Sun. 

Let This thro Cities work his eager Way, 

By legal Outrage, and eftabliſh'd Guile, 

The ſocial Senſe extinct; and That ferment 1200 
Mad into Tumult the ſeditious Herd, 

Or melt them down to Slavery. Let Theſe 

Inſi.are the Wretciied in the Toils of Law, 
Fomenting Lifcord, and perplexing Right, 

An iron Race! and Thoſe cf fairer Front, 1205 
But equal Inhumanity, in Courts, 

Deluſive 
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Deluſive Pomp, and dark Cabals, delight ; 
Wreathe the deep Bow, diffuſe the lying Smile, 
And tread the weary Labyrinth of State. 

While He, from all the ſtormy Paſſions free 
That reſtleſs Men involve, hears, and but hears, 
At diſtance ſafe, the Human Tempeſt roar, 
Wrapt cloſe in conſcious Peace. The Fall of Kings, 
The Rage of Nations, and the Cruſh of States, 

Move not the Man, who, from the World eſcap'd, 

In till retreats, and flowery Solitudes, 1216 
To Nature's Voice attends, from Month to Month, 
And Day to Day, thro the revolving Year ; 

Admiring, ſees Her in her every Shape; 

Feels all her ſweet Emotions at his Heart ; 1220 
Takes what fhe liberal gives, nor thinks of more. ; 
He when young Spring protrudes the burſting Gems, 
Marks the firſt Bud, and ſucks the healthful Gale 
Into his freſhen'd Soul ; her genial Hours 

He full enjoys; and not a Beauty blows, 


1210 


122 
And not an opening Bloſſom breathes in vain. : 
In ſummer he, beneath the living Shade, 
Such as o'er frigid Tempe wont to wave, 
Or Hemus cool, reads what the Muſe, of Theſe 
Perhaps, has in immortal Numbers ſung ; 1230 


Or what ſhe diftates writes; and, oft an Eye 
Shot round, rejoices in the vigorous Year. 
When Autumn's yellow Lufter gilds the World, 
And tempts the fickled Swain into the Field, 
Seiz'd by the general Joy, his Heart diſtends 1235 
With gentle Throws ; and, thro the tepid Gleams 
Deep-muſing, then he beft exerts his Song. 

Even Winter wild to him is full of Bliſs. 

The mighty Tempeſt, and the hoary Waſte, 
Abrupt, and deep, ſtretch'd o'er the bury'd Earth, 
Awake to ſolemn Thought. At Night the Skies, 
Diſclos d, and kindled, by refining Froſt, 
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Pour every Luſter on th' exalted Eye. 
A Friend a Book the ſtealing Hours ſecure, 
And mark them down for Wiſdom. With ſwift Wing, 
O'er Land and Sea Imagination roams ; 1246 
Or Truth, divinely breaking on his Mind, 
Elate his Being, and unfolds his Powers; 
Or in his Breaſt Heroic Virtue burns. 
The 'Touch of Kindred too and Love he feels; 1250 
The modeſt Eye, whoſe Beams on his alone 
Extatic ſhinc , the liule ti: ng Embrace 
Of prattling Children, twin'd around his Neck, 
And emulous to pleaſe him, calling forth 
The fond parental Soul. Nor purpoſe gay, 1255 
Amuſement, Dance, or Song, he ſternly icorns ; 
For Happineſs and true Philoſophy 
Are of the ſocial ſtill, and ſmiling Kind. 
'This is the Life which thoſe who fret in Guilt, 
And guilty Citics, never knew ; the Life, 1260 
Led by primeval Ages, uncorrupt, 
When Angels dwelt, and Gop himſelf with Man! 

On NATuxEI all-ſufficient ! over all! 
Inrich me with the Knowledye of thy Works ! 
Snatch me to Heaven; thy rolling wonders there, 
World bey ond W orld, in infinite Extent, 1260 
Profuſely ſcatter'd o'er the blue Immenſe, 
Shew me; their Motions, Periods, and their Laws, 
Give me to ſcan; thro the diſcloſing Deep 
Light my blind Way: the mineral Strata there; 1270 
Thruſt, blooming, thence the vegetable World; 
O'er that the riſing Syſtem, more complex, 
Of Animals; and higher till, tae Mind. 
The vary'd Scene of quick compounded Thought, 
And where the mixing Paſſions endleſs ſhift ; 1275 
Theſe ever open to my raviſh'd Eye. 
A Search, the Flight of Time can ne'er exhauſt ! 
But if to that unequal ; if the Blood, 
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In flugoiſh Streams about my Heart, forbid 
That 5% Ambition; under clofing Shades, 1280 " 
Inglorious, lay me by the lowly Brook, 
And whiſper to my Dreams. From Tur begin, 
Dwell all on Tix, with Tater conclude my Song; 
And let me never never ſtray from TEE 
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The ARGUMENT. 


The Subject propoſed. Addreſs to the Earlof Wiĩuixcrox. 
Firſt Approach of Winter. According to the natural 
Courſe of the Seaſon, various Storms deſcribed. Rain. 
Wind. Snow. The driving of the Snows: 4 Man 
periſhing among them; whence Refictions on the Wants 
and Miſeries of Human Life. The Wolves deſcending 
from the Alps and Apennines. A Winter Evening de- 
fſeribed: as ſpent by Philoſophers; by the Country Peo- 
ple; in the City. Freſt. A View of Winter within 
the polar Circle. 4 Thaw. The whole concluding 

with moral Reflections on a future State. 
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EE, Winrzs comes, to rule the vary'd Year, 
Sullen and fad, with all his riſing Train; 
Vapours, and Clouds, and Storms. Be theſe my Theme, 

Theſe that exalt the Soul to ſolemn Thought, 

And heavenly Muſing. Welcome, kindred Glooms! 5 

Cogenial Horrors, bail ! with frequent Foot, 

Pleas'd have I, in my chearful Morn of Life, 

When nurs'd by careleſs Solitude J liv'd, 

And ſung of Nature with unceaſing Joy, 

Pleas'd have I wander'd thro your rough Domain; 10 

Trod the pure Virgin-Snows, myſelf as pure; 

Heard the Winds roar, and the big Torrent burſt ; 

Or ſeen the deep fermenting Tempeſt brew'd, 

In the grim Evening-Sky. Thus paſs'd the Time, 

Till thro the lucid Chambers of the South 15 

Look'd out the joyous SpaIN, look'd out and ſmil'd. 
To Thee, the Patron of his fir ft Eſſay, 

The Muſe, O WiLmincTox ! renews her Song. 

Since has ſhe rounded the revolving Year : 

Skim'd the gay Spring ; on Eagle-Pinions borne, 20 

Attempted thro the Summer. Blaze to riſe ; 

Then ſwept o'er Autumn with the ſhadowy Gale ; 

And now among the wintry Clouds again, 

Roll'd in the doubling Storm, ſhe tries to ſoar ; 

To ſwell her Note with all the ruſhing Winds ; 25 

To ſuit her {ounding Cadence to the Floods ; 

As is her Theme, her Numbers wildly great : 
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Thrice happy! could ſhe fill thy judging Ear 
With bold Deſcription, and with manly Thought. 
Nor art thou {&i}I'd in awful Schemes alone, 
And how to make a mighty People thrive ; 
But equal Goodneſs, ſound Integrity, 
A firm unſhaken uncorrupted Soul, 
Amid a ſliding Age, and burning ſtrong, 
Not vainly blazing for thy Country's Weal, 
A ſteady Spirit regularly free ; 
Theſe, each exalting each, the Stateſman light 
Into the Patriot ; Theſe, the publick Hope 
And Eye to thee converting, bid the Muſe 
Record what Envy dares not Flattery call. 

Now when the chearleſs Empire of the Sky 
To Capricorn the Centaur- Archer yields, 
And fierce 4quarias, ſtains th' inverted Year ; 
Hung o'er the fartheſt Verge of Heaven, the Sun 
Scarce ſpreads o'er Ether the dejected Day. 
Faint are his Gleams, and ineſfectual ſhoot 
His ſtruggling Rays, in horizontal Lines, 


Thro the thick Air; as cloath'd in cloudy Storm, 
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Weak, wan, and broad, e ſkirts the Southern Sky; 


And, foon deſcending, to the long dark Night 
Wide-ſhaging All, the proſtrate World reſigns. 
Nor is the Night unwiſh'd ; while vital Heat, 
Light, Life, and Joy, the cublous ay torſake. 
Mean time, in ſable Cincture, Shadows vaſt, 
Deep ting#d and damp, and congregated Clouds, 
And all the vapoury Turbulence of Heaven 


Involve the Face of Things. Thus Winter falls, 


A heavy Gloom oppreſſive o'er the World, 
Thro Nature ſhedding [nfluence malign, 

And rouſes up the Sceds of dark Diſeaſe. 

The Soul of Man dies in him, loathing Life, 
And black with more than melancholy Views. 
The Cattle droop ; and o'er the furzxow'd Land, 
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Freſh from the Plow, the dun diſcoloutr'd Flocks, 
Untended ſpreading, crop the wholeſome Root. 65 
Along the Woods, along the mooriſh Fens, 

Sighs the ſad Genizs of the coming Storm ; 

And up among the looſe disjointed Cliffs, 

And fractur'd Mountains wild, the brawling Brook 
And Cave, preſageful, ſend a hollow Moan, 70 
Reſounding long in liſtening Fancy's Ear. 

Tux comes the Father of the Tempeſt forth, 
Wrapt in black Glooms. Firſt joyleſs Rains obſcure 
Drive thro the mingling Skies with Vapour foul ; 

Daſh on the Mountain's Brow, and ſhake the Woods, 75 
That grumbling wave below. Th' unſightly Plain 
Lies a brown Deluge; as the low-bent Clouds 

Pour Flood on Flood, yet unexhauſted till 

Combine, and deepening into Night ſhut up 

The Day's fair Face. The Wanderers of Heaven, 80 
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Each to his Home, retire; ſave Thoſe that love 


To take their Paſtime in the troubled Air, 
Or ſkimming flutter round the dimply Pool. 
The Cattle from th' untaſted Fields return, 
And aſk, with meaning Lowe, their wonted Stalls, 85 
Or ruminate in the contiguous Shade. 

Thither the houſhold feathery People croud, 

The creſted Cock, with all his female Train, 

Penſive, and dripping ; while the Cottage- Hind 

Hangs o'er the enlivening Blaze and taleful there 90 
Recounts his fimple Frolick : much he talks, 

And much he laughs, nor recks the Storm that blows 
Without, and rattles on his humble Roof. 

W1ps o'er the Brim, with many a Torrent ſwell'd, 
And the mix'd Ruin of its Banks o'erſpread, 95 
At laſt the rous'd-up River pours along: 
Reſiſtleſs, roaring, dreadful, down it comes, 
From the rude Mountain, and the moſſy Wild, 
Tumbling thro Rocks abrupt, and ſounding far ; 


Then 
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Then o'er the ſanded Valley floating ſpreads, 100 

Calm, ſluggiſh, filent ; till again conftrain'd, 

Between two meeting Hills it burſts a Way, 

Where Rocks and Woods o'erhang the turbid Stream ; 

There gathering triple Force, rapid, and deep, 

It boils, and wheels, and foams, and thunders thro. 105 
NaTuks ! great Parent! whoſe unceafing Hand 

Rolls round the Seaſons of the changeful Year, 

How mighty, how majeſtic, are thy Works ! 

With what a pleaſing Dread they ſwell the Soul! 

That ſees aſtoniſh'd ! and aftoniſh'd ſings ! 110 

Ye too, ye Winds ! that now begin to blow, 

With boiſterous Sweep, I raiſe my Voice to you. 

Where are your Stores, ye powerful Beings ! ſay, 

Where your acrial Magazines reſerv'd, 

To ſwell the brooding Terrors of the Storm ? 115 

In what far-diſtant Region of the Sky, 

Huſh'd in deep Silence, ſleep you when tis calm? 
Wu from the palid Sky the Sun deſcends, 

With many a Spot, that o'er his glaring Orb 

Uncertain wanders, ſtain'd ; red fiery Streaks 120 

Begin to fluſh around. The reeling Clouds 

Stagger with dizzy Poiſe, as doubting yet 

Which Maſter to obey : while riſing flow, 

Blank, in the leaden- colour'd Eaſt, the Moon 

Wears a wan Circle round her blunted Horns. 125 

Seen thro the turbid fluctuating Air, 

The Stars obtuſe emit a ſhivering Ray; 

Or frequent ſeem to ſhoot athwart the Gloom, 

And long behind them trail the whitening Blaze. 

Snatch'd in ſhort Eddies, plays the wither'd Leaf; 130 

And on the Flood the dancing Feather floats. 

With broaden'd Noſtrils to the Sky upturn'd, 

The conſcious Heifer ſnuffs the ſtormy Gale. 

Even as the Matron, at her nightly Taſk, 


With penſive Labour draws the flaxen Thread, 135 
The 
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The waſted Taper and the crackling Flame 
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Foretel the Blaſt. But chief the plumy Race, 

The Tenants of the Sky, its Changes ſpeak. 

Retiring from the Downs, where all Day long 
They pick d their ſcanty Fare, a blackening Train 140 
Of clamorous Rooks thick urge their weary Flight, 

And ſeek the cloſing Shelter of the Grove. 

Aſſiduous, in his Bower, the wailing Owl 

Plies his ſad Song. The Cormorant on high 144 
Wheels from the Deep, and ſcreams along the Land. 
Loud ſhrieks the ſoaring Hern; and with wild Win 
The circling Sea- Fowl cleave the flaky Clouds. 


Ocean, unequal preſs'd, with broken Tide 
And blind Commotion heaves ; while from the Shore, 
Eat into Caverns by the reſtleſs Wave, 


15 
And Foreſt- ruſtling Mountain, comes a Voice, : 
That ſolemn-ſounding bids the World prepare. 
Then iſſues forth the Storm with ſudden Burſt, 
And hurls the whole precipitated Air, 
| Down, ina Torrent. On the paſſive Main 155 


Deſcends th etherial Force, and with ſtrong Guſt 
Turns from its Bottom the diſcolour'd Deep. 
Thro the black Night that fits immenle around, 
Lafſh'd into Foam, the fierce conflifting Brine 
Seems o'er a thouſand ragin+ Waves to burn; 160 
Mean time the Mountain- Billows, to the Clouds 

In dreadful Tumult ſwell'd Surge above Surge, 


Burſt into Chaos with tremendous Roar, 


And anchor'd Natvies ſrom their Stations drive, 

Wild as the Winds acroſs the howling Waſte 16; 
Of mighty Waters: now th' inflated Wave 

Straining they ſcale, and now impetuous ſhoot 

Into the ſecret Chambers of the Deep, 

The wintry Baltick thundering o'er their Head. 
Emerging thence again, before the Breath 170 
Of full-exerted Heaven they wing their Courſe, 


And 
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And dart on diſtant Coaſts ; if ſome ſharp Rock, 
Or Shoal infidious break not their Career, 
And in looſe Fragments fling them floating round. 

No « leſs at Land the looſen'd Tempeſt reigns. 175 
The Mountain thunders ; and its ſturdy Sons 
Stoop to the Bottom of the Rocks they ſhade. 

Lone on the midnight Steep, and all aghaſt, 

The dark way-faring Stranger breathleſs toils, 

And, often falling, climbs againſt the blaft. 180 
Low waves the rooted Foreſt, vex'd, and ſheds 

What of its tarniſh'd Honours yet remain ; 

Daſh'd down, and ſcatter'd, by the tearing Wind's 
Aſſid uous Fury, its gigantic Limbs, 

Thus ſtruggling thro' the di ſſipated Grove, 185 
The whirling Tempeſt raves along the Plain; 

And on the Cottage thatch'd, or lordly Roof, 

Keen; faſtening, ſhakes them to the ſolid Baſe. 

Sleep frighted flies; and round the rocking Dome, 

For Entrance eager, howls the ſavage Blaſt. 190 
Then too, they ſay, thro all the burthen'd Air, 

Long Groans are heard, ſhrill Sounds, and diſtant Sighs, 
That, utter'd by the Demon of the Night, 

Warn the devoted Wretch of Woe and Death. 

Hus Uproar lords it wide. The Clouds commix'd 
With Stars ſwift-gliding ſweep along the Sky. 196 
All Nature reels. Till Nature's Ki Na, who oft 
Amid tempeſtuous Darkneſs dwells alone, 

And ori the Wings of the careering Wind 
Walks dreadfully ſerene, commands a Calm ; 290 
Then ſtraight Air Sea and Earth are huſh'd at ence. 

As yet 'tis Midnight deep. The weary Clouds, 
Slow-meeting, mingle into ſolid Gloom. 

Now while the drowſy world lies loſt in Sleep, 


Let me aſſociate with the ſerious Night, 205 


And Contemplation her ſedate Compeer ; 
Let me ſhake off th' intruſive Cares of Day, 


And 


\nd 


Fall broad, and wide, and faſt, dimming the Day, 
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And lay the meddling Senſes all aſide. 
WHERE now, ye lying Vanities of Life ! 
Ye ever-tempting ever-cheating Train! 210 
Where are you now? and what is your Amount ? 
Vexation, Diſappointment, and Remorſe. 
Sad, ſickening Thought! and yet deluded Man, 
A Scene of crude disjointed Viſions paſt, 
And broken Slumbers, riſes ſtill reſolv'd, 
With new-fluſh'd Hopes, to run the giddy Round. 
Faru x of Light and Life! thou Goop suPrEME ! 
O teach me what is good! teach me TyHYSELF! 
Save me from Folly, Vanity, and Vice, 
From every low Purſuit! and feed my Soul 220 
With Knowledge, conſcious Peace, and Virtue pure, 
Sacred, ſubſtantial, never-fading Bliſs ! 
T ne keener Tempeſts come: and fuming dun 
From all the livid Eaſt, or piercing North, 
Thick Clouds aſcend ; in whoſe capacious Womb 225 
A vapoury Deluge lies, to Snow congeal'd. 
Heavy they roll their fleecy World along ; ; 
And the Sky ſaddens with the gather'd Storm. 
Thro the huſh'd Air the whitening Shower deſcends, 
At firſt thin-wavering; till at laſt the Flakes 


145 


215 


230 


With a continual Flow. The cheriſh'd Fields 

Put on their Winter-Robe, of pureſt White. 

"Tis Prichtneſs all; ſave where the new Snow melts, 
Along the mazy Current. Low, the Woods 235 
Bow their hoar Head; and, ere the languid Sun 
Faint from the Weſt emits his Evening- Ray, 
Earth's univerſal Face, deep-hid, and chill, 

Is one wild dazzling Waſte, that buries wide 
The Works of Man. Drooping, the Labourer-Ox 249 
Stands cover'd o'er with Snow, and then demands 
The Fruit of all his Toil. The Fowls of Heaven, 


Tam'd by the cruel Seaſon, croud around 
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The winnowing Store, and claim the little Boon 

Which Provinence aſſigus them. One alone, 245 

The Red-Breaft, ſacred to the houſhold Gods, 

Wiſely regardful of th' embroiling Sky, 

In joyleſs Fields, and thorny Thickets, leaves 

His ſffering Mates, and pays to truſted Man 

His annual Viſit. Half-afraid, he firſt 250 

Againſt the Window beats; then, briſk, alights 

On the warm Hearth ; then, hopping o'er the Floor, 

Eyes all the ſmiling Family aſkance; 

And pecks, and ſtarts, and wonders where he is : 

Till more familiar grown, the Table-Crumbs *5 

Attra& his flender Feet. The foodleſs Wilds 

Pour forth their brown Inhabitants. The Hare, 

Tho timorous of Heart, and hard beſet 

By Death in various Forms, dark Snares, and Dogs, 

And more unpitying Men, the Garden ſeeks, 260 

Urg'd on by fearleſs Want. The bleating Kind 

Eye the bleak Heaven, and next the gliſtening Earth, 

With Looks of dumb Deſpair ; then, ſad- diſpers'd, 

Dig for the wither'd Herb thro Heaps of Snow. 
Now, Shepherds, to your helyleſs Charge be kind, 

Baffle the raging Year, and fill their Pens 266 

With Food at Will ; lodge them below the Storm, 

And watch them ftrift : for from the bellowing Eaſt, 

In this dire Seaſon, oft the Whirlwind's Wing 

Sweeps up the Burthen of whole wintry Plains 270 

In one wide Waft, and o'er the hapleſs Flocks, 

Hid in the Hollow of two neighbouring Hills, 

The billowy Tempeſt whelms ; till, upward urg'd, 

The Valley to a ſhining Mountain ſwells, 

Tipt with a Wreath, high-curling in the Sky. 275 
As thus the Snows ariſe ; and foul, and fierce, | 

All Winter drives along the darken'd Air ; 

In his own looſe- revolving Fields, the Swain 


Diſafter'd ſtands ; ſees other Hills aſcend, 
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Of unknown joyleſs Brow; and other Scenes, 280 
Of horrid Proſpect, ſhag the trackleſs Plain: 

Nor finds the River, nor the Foreſt, hid 

Beneath the formleſs Wild; but wanders on 

From Hill to Dale, till more and more aſtray ; 
Impatient flouncing thro the drifted Heaps, 28; 
Stung with the Thoughts of Home; the Thoughts of 
Ruſh on his Nerves, and call their Vigour forth [Home 
In many a vain Attempt. How ſinks his Soul! 

What black Deſpair, what Hor:or fills his Heart ! 
When for the duſcy Spot, which Fancy feign'd 290 
His tufted Cottage rifing thro the Snow, 

He meets the Roughneſs of the middle Waſte, 

Far from the Track, and bleſt Abode of Man; 

While round him Night reſiſtleſs cloſes faſt, 

And every Tempeſt, howling o'er his Head, 295 
Renders the ſavage Wilderneſs more wild. 

Then throng the buſy Shapes into his Mind, 

Of cover'd Pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dire Deſcent ! beyond the Power of Froſt, 

Of faithleſs Bogs ; of Precipices huge, 300 
Smooth'd up with Snow; and, what is Land unknown, 
What Water, of the ſtill unfrozen Spring, 

In the looſe Marſh or ſolitary Lake, 

Where the freſh Fountain from the Bottom boils. 
Theſe ch: ck his fearful Steps; and doun he ſinks 303 
Beneath the Shelter of the ſhapeleſs Drift, 

Thinking o'er all the Bitterneſs of Death, 

Mix'd with the tender Anguiſh Nature ſhoots 

Thro the wrung Boſom of the dying Man, 

His Wife, his Children, and his Friends unſeen, 310 
In vain for him ch' officious Wife prepares 

The Fire fair-blazing, and the Veſtment warm; 

In vain his little Children, peeping out 

Into the mingling Storm, demard their Sire, 

With Tears of artleſs Innocence. Alas ! 315 
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Nor Wife, nor Children, more ſhall he behold, 
Nor Friends, nor ſacred Home. On every Nerve 
The deadly Winter ſeizes ; ſhuts up Senſe ; 
And, o'er his inmoſt Vitals creeping celd, 
Lays him along the Snows, a ſtiffen d Corſe, 320 
Stretch'd out, and bleaching in the northern Blaſt, 

Au little think the gay licentious Proud, 
Whom Pleaſure, Power, and Afluence ſurround; 
They, who their thougitleſs Hours in giddy Mirth, 
And wanton, often cruel, Riot waſte ; 325 
Ah litt'e think they, while they dance along, 
How many feel, this very Moment, Death 
And al! the ſad Variety of Pain. 
How many ſink in the devouring Flood, 
Or more devouring Flame. How many blced, 330 
By ſhameful Variance betwixt Man and Man. 
How many pine in Want, and Dungeon Glooms ; 
Shut from the common Air, and common Uſe 
Of their own Limbs. How many drink the Cup 
Of baleful Grief, or eat the bitter Bread 33; 
Of Miſery. Sore pierc'd by wintry Winds, 
How many ſhrink into the ſordid Hut 
Of chearleſs Poverty. How many ſrake 
With all the fiercer Tortures of the Mind, 


Urbounded Paffion, Madneſs, Guilt, Remorſe; 349 


Whence tumbled keadlong from the Height of Life, 
They furniſh Matter for the Tragic Muſe. 

Even in the Vale, where Wiſdom loves to dwell, 
With Friendſhip, Peace, and Contemplation join'd, 
How many, rack'd with honeſt Paſſions, droop 345 
In deep retir'd Diftreſs. How many ſtand 

Around the Death-bed of their deareſt Friends, 

And point the parting Anguiſh. Thought fond Man 
Of Theſe, and all the thouſand nameleſs IIls, 


That one inceſſant Struggle render Life, 350 


One Scene of Toil, of Suffering, and of Fate, 
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Vice in his high Career would ſtand appall'd, 
And heedicſs rambling Impulſe learn to think; 
The conſcious Heart of Charity would warm, * 
And her wide Wiſh Penevolence dilate ; 355 
The ſocial Tear would riſe, the ſocial Sigh; 
And into clear Perfection, gradual Bliſs, 
Refining ſtill, the ſocial Paſſions work. 

A n v here can I forget the generous * Band, 
Who, touch'd with human Woe, redreſſive ſearch'd 369 
lnto the Horrors of the gloomy Jail ? 
Unpity'd, and unheard, where Miſery moans ; 
Where Sicknels pines ; where Thirſt and Hunger burn, 
And poor Mis fortune feels the Laſh of Vice. 
While in the Land of Liberty, the Land 365 
Whoſe every Street and publick Meeting glow 
With open Freedom, little Tyrants rag'd : 
Snatch'd the lean Morſel from the ſtarving Mouth; 
'Tore from cold wintry Limbs the tatter'd Weed ; 
Even robb'd them of the laſt of Comforts, Sleep; 370 
The free born Brx1Tox to the Dungeon chain'd, 
Or, as the Luſt of Cruelty prevail'd, 
At pleaſure mark'd him with inglorious Stripes ; 
And cruſh'd out Lives, by ſecret barbarous Ways, 
That for their Country would have toil'd, or bled. 375 
O great Deſign ! if executed well, 
With patient Care, and Wiſdom-temper'd Zeal. 
Ye Sons of Mercy ! yet reſume the Scarch ; 
Drag forth the legal Monſters into Light, 
Wrench from their Hands Oppreſſion's iron Rod, 390 
And bid the Cruel feel the Pains they give. 
Much ſtill untouch'd remains; in this rank Age, 
Much is the Patriot's weeding Hand requir'd. 
The Toils of Law, What dark infidious Men 
Have cumbrous added to perplex the Truth, 385 


And lengthen ſimple Juſtice into Trade) 
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How glorious were the Day! that ſaw Theſe broke, 
And every Man within the Reach of Right. 

By wintry Famine rous'd, from all the Tract 
Of horrid Mountains which the ſhining ge, 396 
And wavy Appennines, and Pyrenees, 
Branch out ſtupendous into diſtant Lands; 
Cruel as Death, and hungry as the Grave ! 
Burning for Blood! bony, and ghaunt, and grim! 
Aſcmbling Wolves in raging Troops deſcend ; 39x 
And, pouring o'er the Country, bear along, 
Keen as the North-Wind ſweeps the gloſſy Snow. 
Alis their Prize. They faſten on the Stecd, 
Preſs him to Earth, and pierce his mighty Heart. 409 
Nor can the Bull his awful Front deferd, 
Or ſhake the murdering Savages away. 
Rapacious, at the Mother's Throat they fly, 
-\nd tear the ſcreaming Infant from her Breaft. 
The godlike Face of Man avails him nought. 425 
Even Beauty, Force divine ! at whoſe bright Glance 
The generous Lion ſtands in ſofien'd Gaze, 
Here bleeds, a hapleſs undiſtinguiſh'd Prey. 
But if, appriz'd of the ſevere Attack, 
The Country be ſhut up, lur'd by the Scent, 419 
On Church-Yards drear (inhuman to relate!) 
'I'ne diſappointed Prowlers fall, and dig 
The ſhrouded Body from the Grave; o'er which, 
 Mix'd with foul Shades, and frighted Ghoſts, they howl. 

A w 0 8G thoſe hilly Regions, where embrac'd 15 
In peaceful Vales the happy Grifons dwell ; 
Oft, ruſhing ſudden from the loaded Cliffs, 
Mountains of Snow their gathering Terrors roll. 
From Steep to Steep, loud-thundering, down they come, 
A wintry Waſte in dire Commotion all; 429 
And Herds, and Flocks, and Travellers, and Swains, 
And ſometimes whole Brigades of marching Troops, 
Or Hamlets ſleeping in the Dead of Night, 

Are 
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Are deep beneath the ſmothering Ruin whelm'd. 
Now, all amid the Rigours of the Year, 42 
In the wild Depth of Winter, while without 
6 The ceaſeleſs Winds blow Ice, be my Retreat, 
| Between the groaning Foreſt and the Shore, 
Beat by the boundleſs Multitude of Waves, 
A rural, ſhelter'd, ſolitary, Scene; 439 
Where ruddy Fire and beaming Tapers join, 
3 To chear the Gloom. There ſtudious let me fit, 
And hold high Converſe with the u1cuTY DEAD; 
Sages of antient Time, as Gods rever'd, 
As Gods beneficent, who bleſt Mankind 435 
2 With Arts, and Arms, and humaniz'd a World. 
Rous'd at th' inſpiring Thought, I throw aſide 
The long-liv'd Volume; and, deep-muting, hail 
The ſacred Shades, that ſlowly- riſing pats 
Before my wondering Eyes. Firſt SocraTEs, 449 
1 Who firmly good in a corrupted State, 
Againſt the Rage of Tyrants fing/e ſtood, 
Invincible! calm Reaſon's holy Law, 
That Voice of Gon within th' attentive Mind, 
Obeying, fearleſs, or in Life, or Death : 445 
Great Moral Teacher! Vie of Mankind ! 1 
Solon the next, who built his Common-Weal 
On Equity's wide Baſe; by tender Laws 
A lively People curbing, yet undamp'd 
Preſerving ſtill that quick peculiar Fire, 459 
Whence in the laurel'd Field of finer Arts, 
And of bold Freedom, they unequal'd ſhone, 
The Pride of ſmiling Gzzece, and Human- kind. 
Lycurcus then, who bow'd beneath the Force 
e, F Of ſtricteſt Diſcipline, ſverely wife, 455 
20 All human Paſſions. Following Him, I fee, 
As at Thermopyle he glorious fell, 
| The firm“ DevoTeD Cnite, who prov'd by Deeds 
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The hardeſt Leſſon which the other taught. 

Then Ar1sT1Des lifts his honeſt Front; 460 
Spotleſs of Heart, to whom th' unflattering Voice 

Of Freedom gave the nobleſt Name of 7; 

In pure majeſtic Poverty rever'd ; 

Who, even his Glory to his Country's Weal 
Submitting, ſwell'd a haughty + Riva/'s Fame. 465 
Rear'd by his Care, of ſofter Ray, appears 

Ciuo ſweet-ſoul'd ; whoſe Genius, riſing ſtrong, 
Shook off the Load of young Debauch ; abroad 

The Scourge of Perſian Pride, at home the Friend. 

Of every Worth and every ſplendid Art ; 470 
Modeſt, and ſimple, in the Pomp of Wealth. 

Then the laſt Worthies of declining Gatti cr, 
Late-call'd to Glory, in unequal Times, 

Penſive, appear. The fair Corinthian Boaſt, 

T:MoL tor, temper'd happy, mild, and firm, 475 
Wio wept the Brother while the Tyrant bled. 

And, equal to the beſt, the * TheBan Pain, 

Whoſe Virtues, in Hereic Concord join'd, 

Their Country rais'd to Freedom, Empire, Fame. 

He too, with whom Athenian Honour ſunk, 480 
And leſt a Maſs of ſordid Lees behind, 

Proction the Good; in public Life ſevere, 

To Virtue ſtill inexorably firm; 

But when, beneath his low illuſtrious Roof, 
dweet Peace and happy Wiſdom ſmooth'd his Brow, 483 
Not Friendſhip ſofter was, nor Love more kind. 

And He, the /aft of old Lycurcus' Sons, 

'The generous. Victim to that vain Attempt, 

To ſave a rotten State, Ac is, who ſaw 

Even Sea&TA's ſelf to ſervile Avarice ſunk. 499 
The two Achaian Heroes cloſe the Train. 
ARATUs, Who a while relum'd the Soul Fa 
+ THEMISTOCLES. 
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Of fondly-l'ngering Liberty in Greecs : 
And He her Darling as her lateſt Hope, 
The gallant PhiLoPEMON ; who to Arms 493 


Turn'd the luxurious Pomp he could not cure; 


Or toiling in his Farm, a ſimple Swain ; 
Or, bold and ſkilful, thundering in the Field. 

Or rougher Front, a mighty People come 
A Race of Heroes ! in thoſe virtuous Times 500 
Which knew no Stain, fave that with partial Flame 
Their de2re/{ Country they too fondly lov'd. 
Her better Founder firſt, the Light of Rowe, 
Numa, who ſoften'd her rapacious Sons. 
SzkvIus the King, who laid the ſolid Baſe 505 
On which o er Earth the vaſt Republic ſpread. 
Then the great Conſuls venerable riſe. 
The * PuBLIc Faru x who the Private quell'd, 
As on the dread Tribunal ſternly fad. | 
He, whom his thankleſs Country could not loſe, 5 10 
CaMILLUs, only vengeful to her Foes. 
FaBR1C1Us, Scorner of all-conquering Gold; 
And C:xcixnxaTUs, awful from the Plow. 
Thy + wiLLixG Victim, Carthage, burſting looſe 
From all that pleading Nature could oppoſe, 515 
From a whole City's Tears, by rigid Faith 
Imperious call'd, and Honour's dire Command. 
Sc1P10, the gentle Chief, humanely brave, 
Who ſoon the Race of ſpotleſs Glory ran, 
And, warm in Youth, to the Poetic Shade 520 
With Friend/bip and Philoſophy retir'd. 
TuLLY, whole powerful Eloquence a while 
Reſtrain d the rapid Fate of ruſhing Rowe. 
Unconquer'd CaTo, virtuous in Extreme. 
And Thou, unhappy BauTvs, kind of Heart, 525 
Whoſe ſteady Arm, by awful Virtue urg'd, 
Lifted the Roman Steel againſt thy Friend. 

G ; Thouſands 
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Thouſands, befides, the Tribute of a Verſe 
Demand; but who can count the Stars of Heaven? 
Who ſing their Influence on this lower World? 530 
BenoLD, who yonder comes! in ſober State, 
Fair, mild, and ſtrong, as is a vernal Sun: 
"Tis Phabus' elf, or elſe the Mantuan Swain ! 
Great Howe too appears, of daring Wing, 
Parent of Song ! and equal by his Side, 535 
The Baris Mus; join'd Hand in Hand they walk, 
Darkling, full up the middle Steep to Fame. 
Nor abſent are thoſe Shades, whoſe ſkilful Touch 
Pathetic drew th' impaſſion'd Heart, and charm'd 
Tranſported Athens with the MoRaL Scene : 540 
Nor Thoſe who, tuneful, wak'd th' enchanting LYRE. 
Fast of your Kind! Society divine! 
Still viſit thus my Nights, for you reſerv'd, 
And mount my ſoaring Soul to Thoughts like yours. 
Silince, thou lonely Power! the Door be thine; $545 
See on the hallow'd Hour that none intrude, 
Save a few choſen Friends, who ſometimes deign 
To bleſs my humble Roof, with Senſe refin'd, 
Learning digeſted well, exalted Faith, 
Unfudy'd Wit, and Humour ever gay. 550 
Or from the Muſes' Hill will Pops deſcend, 
'To raiſe the ſacred Hour, to bid it ſmile, 
And with the ſocial Spirit warm the Heart : 
For tho not ſweeter his own Homes ſings, 
Yet is his Life the more endearing Sony. 555 
Wu k art Thou, Ha uuoxp? Thou the darling Pride, 
The Friend and Lover of the tuneful Throng! 
Ah why, dear Youth, in all the blooming Prime 
Of vernal Genius, where diſcloſing faſt 
Each active Worth each manly Virtue lay, 560 
Why wert thou raviſh'd from our Hope ſo ſoon ? 
What now avails that noble "Thirſt of Fame, 
Which ſtung thy fervent Breaſt ? That treaſur d ow. 
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Of Knowledge, early gain'd ? That eager Zeal 
To ſerve thy Country, glowing in the Band 565 
Of yYouTHFUL PATRIOTS, who ſuſtain her Name? 
What now, alas ! that Life-diffuſing Charm 
Of ſprightly Wit ? That Rapture for the Muſe, 
That Heart of Friendſhip, and that Soul of Joy, 
Which bade with ſofteſt Light thy Virtues ſmile ? 
Ah ! only ſhew'd, to check our fond Purſuits, 
And teach our humbled Hopes that Life is vain ! 

Tavs in ſome deep Retirement would J paſs, 
The Winter-Glooms, with Friends of pliant Soul, 
Or blithe, or ſolemn, as the Theme inſpir'd : 575 
With them would ſearch, if Nature's boundleſs Frame 
Was call'd, late · riſing from the Void of Night, 
Or ſprung eternal from th' ETERNAL Mind ; 
Its Life, its Laws, its Progreſs, and its End, 
Hence larger Proſpects of the beauteous Whole 580 
Would, gradual, open on our opening Minds ; 
And each diffuſive Harmony unite, 
In full Perfection, to th' aſtoniſh'd Eye. 
Then would we try to ſcan the moral /Porld, 
Which, tho to us it ſeems embroil'd, moves on 58; 
In higher Order ; fitted, and impell'd, 
By Wispou's fineſt Hand, and iſſuing all 
In general Good. The ſage Hiſtoric Muſe 
Should next conduct us thro' the Deeps of Time: 
Shew us how Empire grew, declin'd, and fel], 599 
In ſcatter'd States; what makes the Nations ſmile, 
Improves their Soil, and gives them double Suns ; 
And why they pine beneath the brighteſt Skies, 
In Nature's richeſt Lap. As thus we talk'd, 
Our Hearts would burn within us, would inhale 595 
'That Portion of Divinity, that Ray 
Of purelt Heaven, which lights the public Soul 
Of Patriots, and of Heroes, But if doom'd, 
la powerleſs humble Fortune, to repreſs 


570 


Theſe 


156. W INTE R. 


Theſe ardent Riſings of the kindling Soul; 

Then, even ſuperior to Ambition, we 

Would learn the private Virtues ; how to glide 

Tro Shades and Plains, along the ſmootheſt Stream 

Of rural Life: or ſnatch'd away by Hope, 

'Thro the dim Spaces of Futurity, 605 

With earneſt Eye anticipate thoſe Scenes 

Of Happineſs, and Wonder ; where the Mind, 

In endleſs Growth and infinite Aſcent, 

Rifes from State to State, and World to World. 

But when with Theſe the ſerious Thought is foil'd, 610 

We, ſhifting for Relief, would play the Shapes 

Of frolic Fancy ; and inceſſant form 

Thoſe rapid Pictures, that aſſembled Train 

Of fleet Ideas, never join'd before, | 

Whence lively Vit excites to gay Surprize ; 615 

Or Folly-paintipg Humour, grave himſelf, 

Calls Laughter forth, deep ſhaking every Nerve. 
Mzan-TIwE the Village rouzes up the Fire; 

While well atteſted, and as well believ'd, 

Heard folemn, goes the Goblin-Story round; 620 

Till ſuperſtitious Horror creeps o'er all. 

Or, ſrequent in the ſounding Hall, they wake 

The rural Gambol. Ruſtic Mirth goes round; 

The ſimple Joke that takes the Shepherd's Heart, 

Eaſily pleas'd ; the long loud Laugh, ſincere ; 625 

The Kiſs, ſnatch'd haſty from the ſidelong Maid, 

On purpoſe guardleſs, or pretending Sleep: 

The Leap, the Slap, the Haul; and, ſhopk to Notes 

Of native Muſic, the reſpondent Dance. 

Thus jocund fleets with them the Winter-Night. 630 
Tus City ſwarms intenſe. The public Haunt, 

Full of each Theme, and warm with mixt Diſcourſe, 

Hums indiſtinct. The Sons of Riot flow 

Down the looſe Stream of falſe inchanted Joy, 

To ſwift Deſtruction. On the rankled Soul 2 5 

e 


FW INTER. 157 


The gaming Fury falls; and in one Gulph 
Of total Ruin, Honour, Virtue, Peace, 
Friends, Families, and Fortune, headlong ſink. 
Up-ſpritgs the Dance along the lighted Dome, 
Mix'd, and evolv'd, a thouſand ſprightly ways. 640 
The glittering Court effuſes every Pomp ; 
The Circle deepens ; beam'd from gaudy Robes, 
Tapers, and ſparkling Gems, and radiant Eyes, 
A ſoft Effulgence o'er the Palace waves: 
While, a gay Inſect in 2s Summer-ſhine, 645 
The Fop, light. fluttering, ſpreads his mealy Wings. 
Dx Ee ad ober the Scene, the Ghoſt of Haut r ſtalks; 
Orut tro rages; poor Mos iu mourns : 
And BS LVIDERA pours her Soul in Love. 
Terror alarms the Breaſt; the comely Tear 650 
Steals o'er the Cheek : or elſe the Couic Muse 
Holds to the World a Picture of itſelf, 
And raiſes ily the fair impartial Laugh. 
Sometimes ſhe lifts her Strain, and paints the Scenes 
Of beauteous Life; whate'er can deck Mankind, 65 5 
Or charm the Heart, in generous * Bevir ſhew'd. 
O Tuo, whoſe Wiſdom, ſolid yet refin'd, 
Whoſe Patriot-Virtues, and conſummate Skill 
To touch the finer Springs that move the World, 
Join'd to whate'er the Graces can beſtow, 660 
And all Allos animating Fire, 
Give Thee, with pleaſing Dignity, to ſhine 
At once the Guardian, Ornament, and Joy, 
Of poliſh'd Life; permit the Rural Muſe, 
O CauzsTERFIELD, to grace with Thee her Song! 665 
Ere to the Shades again ſhe humbly flies, 
Indulge her fond Ambition, in thy Train, 
(For every Muſe has in thy Train a Place) 
To mark thy various full-accompliſh'd Mind : 
To 
A Character in the Coxscious LIvERs, writ/en 
by Sir Ricuand STEELE. 
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To mark that Spirit, which, with Brit iſb Scory, 670 
Rejects th' Allurements of corrupted Power; 
That elegant Politeneſs, which excels, 
Even in the Judgment of preſumptuous France, 
The boaſted Manners of her ſhining Court; 
That Wit, the vivid Energy of Senſe, 
The Truth of Nature, which, with 4:tic Point, 
And kind well-temper'd Satire, ſmoothly keen, 
Steals through the Soul, and without Pain corrects. 
Or, riſing thence with yet a brighter Flame, 
O let me hail thee on ſome glorious Day, £80 
When to the liſtening Senate, ardent, croud 
Br1iTAaxN1a's Sons to hear her pleaded Cauſe. 
Then dreſt by Thee, more amiably fair, 
Truth the ſoft Robe of mild Perſuaſion wears: 
Thou to aſſenting Reaſon giv'ſt again 685 
Her own enlighten'd Thoughts ; call'd from the Heart, 
Th' obedient Paſſions on thy Voice attend; 
And even reluctant Party feels a while 
Thy gracious Power: as thro the vary'd Maze 
Of Eloquence, now ſmooth, now quick, now ſtrong, 690 
Profound and clear, you roll the copious Flood. 

To thy lov'd Haunt return, my happy Muſe : 
For now, behold, the joyous Winter-Day, 
Froſty, ſucceed ; and thro the blue Serene, — 
For Sight too fine, th' etherial Nitre flies; 695 
Killing infectious Damps, and the ſpent Air 
Storing afreſh with elemental Life. 
Cloſe crouds the ſhining Atmoſphere ; and binds 
Our ſtrengthen'd Bodies in its cold Embrace, 
Conftringent ; feeds, and animates our Blood; 700 
Refines our Spirits, thro the new-ſtrung Nerves, 
In ſwifter Sallies darting to the Brain ; 
Where fits the Soul, intenſe, collected, cool, 
Bright asche Skies, and as the Seaſon keen. 
All Nature feels the renovating Force 705 
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1 
Of Winter, only to the thoughtleſs Eye = 
In Ruin ſeen. The Froſt concocted Glebe 
Draws in abundant vegetable Soul, 
And gathers Vigour for the coming Year. 
A ſtronger Glow fits on the lively Cheek 710 


Of ruddy Fire: and luculent along 
The purer Rivers flow ; their ſullen Deeps, 
Tranſparent, open to the Shepherd's Gaze, 
And murmur hoarſer at the fixing Froſt. 
WHarT art thou, Froſt? and whence are thy keen Stores 
Deriv'd, thou ſecret all-invading Power, 716 
Whom even th' illufive Fluid cannot fly ? 
Is not thy potent Energy, unſeen, 
Myriads of little Salts, or hook'd, or ſhap'd 
Like double Wedges, and diffus'd immenſe 
Thro Water, Earth, and Ether? Hence at Eve, 
Steam'd eager from the red Horizon round, 
With the fierce Rage of Winter deep ſuffus'd, 
An icy Gale, oft ſhifting, o'er the Pool 
Breathes a blue Film, and in its mid Career 
Arreſts the bickering Stream. The looſen'd Ice, 
Let down the Flood, and half diſſolv'd by Day, 
Ruſtles no more; but to the ſedgy Bank 
Faſt grows, or gathers round the pointed Stone, 
A cryſtal Pavement, by the Breath of Heaven 
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The whole impriſon'd River growls below. 

Loud rings the frozen Earth, and hard reflects 
A double Noiſe ; while, at his evening Watch, 
The village Dog deters the nightly Thief; 

The Heifer lows | „the diſtant Water-fall 

Swells in the Breeze ; and, with the haſty Tread 
Of Traveller, the hollow-ſounding Plain 
Shakes from afar. The full ethereal Round, 
Infinite Worlds diſcloſing to the View, 

Shines out intenſely keen ; and, all one Cope 
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Of ſtarry Glitter, glows from Pole to Pole. 

From Pole to Pole the rigid Influence falls, 

Thro the ſtill Night, inceſſant, heavy, ſtrong, 

And ſeizes Nature faſt. It freezes on; 745 

Till Morn, late: riſing o'er the drooping World, 

Lifts her pale Eye unjoyons. Then appears 

The various Labour of the filent Night: 

Prone from the dripping Eave, and dumb Caſcade, 

Whoſe idle Torrents only ſeem to roar, 750 

The pendant Icicle; the Froſt- Work fair, 

Where tranſient Hues, and fancy'd Figures riſe; 

Wide-ſpouted o'er the Hill, the frozen Brook, 

A livid Tract, coid-gleaming on the Morn ; 

The Foreſt bent beneath the plumy Wave ; 755 

And by the Froſt refin'd the whiter Snow, 

Incruſted hard, and ſounding to the Tread 

Of early Shepherd, as he penſive ſeeks 

His pining Flock, or from the Mountain-top, 

Pleas'd with the ſlippery Surface, ſwift deſcends. 760 

O blithſome Frolicks bent, the youthful Swains, 

While every Work of Man is laid at reſt, 

Fond o'er the River croud, in various Sport 

And Revelry difioly'd ; where mixing glad, 

Happieſt of all the Train ! the raptur'd Boy 765 

Laſhes the whirling Top. Or, where the Rhine 

Branch'd out in many a long Canal extends, 

From every Province ſwarming, void of Care, 

Batavia raſhes forth; and as they ſweep, 

On ſounding Skates, a thouſand different Ways, 770 

In circling Poiſe, ſwift as the Winds, along, 

The then gay Land is madden'd all to Joy. 

Nor leſs the northern Courts, wide o'er the Snow, 

Pour a new Pomp. Eager, on rapid Sleds, 

Their vigorous Youth in bold Contention wheel 775 

The long-reſounding Courſe. Mean time, to raiſe 

The manly Strife, with highly-blooming Charms, 
Fluſh'd 
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Fluſh'd by the Seaſon, Scanainawia's Dames, 
Or Rufus buxom Daughters glow around. 

PURE, quick, and ſportful, is the wholeſome Day; 
But ſoon elaps'd. The horizontal Sun. 781 
Broad o'er the South, hangs at his utmoſt Noon ; 

And, ineffectual, ſtrikes the gelid Cliff. 

His azure Gloſs the Mountain ſtill maintains, 

Nor feels the feeble Touch. Perhaps the Vale 785 
Relents a while to the reflected Ray; 

Or from the Foreſt falls the cluſter'd Snow, 

Myriads of Gems, that in the waving Gleam 
Gay-twinkle as they ſcatter. "Thick around 

Thunders the Sport of Thoſe, who with the Gun, 790 
And Dog impatient bounding at the Shot, 
Worle than the Seaſon, deſolate the Fields; 
And, adding to the Ruins of the Year, 
Diſtreſs the footed or the feather'd Game. 

Bor what is This? Our infant Winter ſinks, 795 
Diveſted of his Grandeur, ſhould our Eye 
Altoniſ d ſhoot into the Frigid Zone; 

Where, for relentleſs Months, continual Night, 
Holds o'er the glittering Waſte her ſtarry Reign. 

Trent, thro the Priſon of unbounded Wilds, 800 
Barr'd by the Hand of Nature from Eſcape, 
Wide-roams the Ru/ſian Exile. Nought around 
Strikes his ſad Eye, but Deſarts loſt in Snow; 

And heavy-loaded Groves; and ſolid Floods, 

That ſtretch, athwart the ſolitary Vaſt, 805 

Their icy Horrors to the frozen Main; 

And chearleſs Towns far-diſtant, never bleſs'd, 

Save when its annual Courſe the Caravan 

Bends to the golden Coaſt of rich“ Cathay, 

With News of Human-kind. Yet there Life glows ; 

Yet cheriſh'd there, beneath the ſhining Waſte, 811 

The furry Nations harbour : tipt with Jet, 5 
air 

* The old Name of China, 
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Fair Ermines, ſpotleſs as the Snows they preſs ; 
Sables, of gloſſy Black; and dark-embrown'd, 
Or beauteous freakt with many a mingled Hue, 815 
Thouſands beſides, the coſtly Pride of Courts. 
There, warm together preſs'd, the trooping Deer 
Sleep on the new fallen Snows ; and, ſcarce his Head 
Rais'd o'er the heapy Wreath, the branching Elk 
Lies lumbering ſullen in the white Abyſs. 220 
The ruthleſs Hunter wants nor Dogs nor Toils, 
Nor with the Dread of ſounding Bows he drives 
The fearful flying Race; with ponderous Clubs, 
As weak againſt the Mountain- Heaps they puſh 
Their beating breaſt in vain, and piteous bray, 825 
He lays them quivering on th' enſanguin'd Snows, 
Arc with loud Shouts rejoicing bears them home. 
There thro the piny Foreſt half- abſorpt, 
Rough Tenant of theſe Shades, the ſhapeleſs Bear, 
With dangling Ice all horrid, ftalks forlorn ; 830 
Slow-pac'd, and ſourer as the Storms increaſe, 
He makes his Bed beneath th' inclement Drift, 
And, with ſtern Patience, ſcorning weak Complaint, 
Hardens his Heart againſt aſſailing Want. 

W1pe o'er the ſpacious Regions of the North, 835 
That fee Boates urge his tardy Wain, 
A boiſterous Race, by froſty * Caurus pierc'd, 
Who little Pleaſure know and fear no Pain, 
Prolific ſwarm, They once relum'd the Flame 
Of loſt Mankind in poliſh'd Slavery funk, 840 
Drove martial + Horde on Horde, with dreadful Sweep 
Reſiſtleſs ruſhing o'er th' enfeebled South, 
And gave the vanquiſh'd World another Form. 
Not ſuch the Sons of Lapland: wiſely They 
Deſpiſe th' inſenſate barbarous Trade of War; 845 
They aſk no more than ſimple Nature gives, 

| They 

*.The North Nef Wind. 
+ The wandering Scy thian- Clans. 
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They love their Mountains and enjoy their Storms. 
No falſe Defires, no Pride-created Wants, 
Diſturb the peaceful Current of their Time ; 

And thro the reſtleſs ever-tortur'd Maze 

Of Pleaſure, or Ambition, bid it rage. 

Their Rain-Deer form their Riches. Theſe their Tents, 
Their Robes, their Beds, and all their homely Wealth 
Supply, their wholeſome Fare, and chearful Cups. 
Obfequious at their Call, the docile Tribe 835 
Yield to the Sled their Necks, and whirl them ſwift 
O'er Hill and Dale, heap'd into one Expanſe 

Of marbled Snow, or far as Eye can ſweep 

With a blue Cruſt of Ice unbounded glaz'd. 

By dancing Meteors then, that ceaſeleſs ſhake 869 
A waving Blaze refracted o'er the Heavens, 

And vivid Moons, and Stars that keener play 

With doubled Luſtre from the radiant Waſte, 

Even in the Depth of Polar Night, they find 

A wondrous Day : enough to light the Chace, 865 
Or guide their daring Steps to Finland. Fairs. 

Wiſh'd Spring returns; and from the hazy South, 
While dim Aurora ſlowly moves before, 

The welcome Sun, jult verging up at firſt, 

By ſmall Degrees extends the ſwelling Curve; 870 
Till ſeen at laſt for gay rejoicing Months, 

Still round and round, his ſpiral Courſe he winds, 

And as he nearly dips his flaming Orb, 

Wheels up again, and reaſcends the Sky. 

In that glad Seaſon, from the Lakes and Floods, 875 
Where pure “ Niemi's fairy Mountains riſe, 


850 


And 

„M. de Maupertuis, i his Book on the Figure of the 
Earth, after having d:ſcribed the beautiful Lake and 
Mountain of Niemi in Lapland, fays—* From this 
Height wwe had Occaſion ſeveral times to ſee thoſe Va- 
* pours riſe from the Lake which the People of the Coun- 
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And fring'd with Roſes + Tenglio rolls his Stream. 
They draw the copious Fry. With Theſe, at Eve, 
They chearful-loaded to their Tents repair ; 
Where, all Day long in uſeful Cares employ'd, 890 
Their kind unblemiſh'd Wives the Fire prepare. 
Thrice happy Race! by Poverty ſecur'd 
From legal Plunder and rapacious Power : 
In whom fell Intereſt never yet has ſown 
The Seeds of Vice; whoſe ſpotleſs Swains ne'er knew 
Injurious Deed, nor, blaſted by the Breath 886 
Of faithleſs Love, their blooming Daughters Woe. 

STILL preſſing on, beyond Tornea's Lake, 
And Hecla flaming thro a Waſte of Snow, 
And fartheſt Greenland, to the Pole itſelf, 890 
Where failing gradual Life at length goes out, 
The Muſe expands her ſolitary Flight; 
And, hovering o'er the wild ſtupendous Scene, 

Pcholds new Seas beneath * another Sky. 
Thron ' d in his Palace of cerulean Ice, 895 
Here WinTE holds his unrejoicing Court; 
And thro his airy Hall the loud Miſrule 
Of driving Tempeſt is for ever heard : 
Here the grim Tyrant meditates his Wrath ; 
Here arms his Winds with all-ſubduing Froſt ; goo 
Moulds his fierce Hail, and treaſures up his Snows, 
With which he now oppreſles half the Globe. 

Tux xcs winding eaſtward to the Tartar's Oy 

W- 

« try call Haltios, and which they deem to be the guar- 
« dian Spirits of the Mountains. We had been frigbted 
«© qvith Stories of Bears that haunted this Place, but 
% ſaw none. It ſcem d rather a Place of Reſort for 
Fairies and Genii than Bears.” 

+ The ſame Author obſerves “ I was furprized to ſee 
* upon the Banks of this River, ( the Tenglio) Ro/es of as 
« Jively a Red as any that are in our Gardens. 

* The other Hemiſphere, 


1 16 


She ſweeps the howling Margin of the Main; 
Where undiſſolving, from the Firſt of Time, 905 
Snows {well on Snows amazing to the Sky; 

And icy Mountains high on Mountains pil'd, 
Secm to the ſhivering Sailor from afar, 
Shapeleſs and white, an Atmoſphere of Clouds. 
Projected huge, and horrid, o'er the Surge, 
Alps frown on Alps ; or ruſhing hideous down, 
As if old Chaos was again return'd, 


Wide rend the Deep, and ſhake the ſolid Pole, 

Ocean itſelf no louger can refiſt 

The binding Fury ; but, in all its Rage 915 
Ot Tempeſt taken by the boundleſs Froſt, 

Is many a Fathom to the Bottom chain'd, 

And bid to roar no more: a bleak Expanſe, 
Shageg'd o'er with wavy Rocks, chearleſs, and void 
Of every Life, that from the dreary Months 

Flies conſcious ſouthward. Miſerable they! 

Who, here entangled in the gathering lce, 

Take their laſt Look of the deſcending Sun ; 
While, full of Death, and fierce with tenfold Froſt, 
The long long Night, incumbent o'er their Heads, 925 
Falls horrible. Such was the“ Balron's Fate, 

As with % Prow, (What have not Batroxs dar'd !) 
He for the Paſſage ſought, attempted ſince 

So mach in vain, and ſeeming to be ſhut 

By jealous Nature with eternal Bars. 
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In theſe fell Regions, in Arzina caught, 
And to the flony Deep his idle Ship 
Immediate ſeal' d, he with his hapleſs Crew, 
Each full exerted at his ſeveral Taſk, 
Froze into Statues ; to the Cordage glued 935 
The Sailor, and the Pilot to the Helm. 
Hub by theſe Shores, where icarce his freezing Stream 
Rolls 


* Sir Hun WilLLouGnBy, nt by Queen Ei- 
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Rolls the wild O5y, live the Laſt of Men; 

And, half-enliven'd by the diſtant Sun, 

That rears and ripens Man, as well as Plants, 949 

Here Human Nature wears its rudeſt Form. 

Deep from the piercing Seaſon ſunk in Caves, 

Here by dull Fires, and with unjoyous Chear, 

They waſte the tedious Gloom. Immers'd in Furs, 

Doze the groſs Race. Nor ſprightly Jeſt, nor Song, 945 

Nor Tenderneſs they know; nor aught of Life, 

Beyond the kindred Pears that ſtalk without. 

Till Morn at length, her Roſes drooping all, 

Sheds a long Twilight brightening o'er their Fields, 

And calls the quiver'd Savage to the Chace. 930 
Wu a T cannot active Government perform, 

New-moulding Man ? Wide-ſtretching from theſe Shores, 

A People ſavage from remoteſt Time, 

A huge neglected Empire oxe vasT Mixv, 

By Hzaven inſpir'd, from Gothic Darkneſs call'd. 935 

Immortal Pęr EAI Firſt of Monarchs! He 

His ſtubborn Country tam'd, her Rocks, her Fens, 

Her Floods, her Seas, her ill-ſubmitting Sons; 

And while the fierce Barbarian he ſubdu'd, 

To more exalted Soul he raiſed the Man. 950 

Ye Shades of antient Heroes, ye who toil'd 

Thro log ſuccefiive Ages to build up 

A lab'ring Plan of State, behold at once 

The Wonder done! behold the matchleſs Prince! 

Who left his native Throne, where reign'd till then 95; 

A mighty Shadow of unreal Power; 

Who greatly ſpurn'd the ſlothful Pomp of Courts; 

And roaming every Land, in every Port, 

His Scepter laid aſide, with glorious Hand 

Unweary d plying the mechanic Tool, 970 

Gather'd the Seeds of Trade, of uſeful Arts, 

Of Civil Wiſdom, and of Martial Skill. 

Charg'd with the Stores of Eurepe home he goes _ 
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Then Cities riſe amid th' illumin'd Waſte ; 

O'er joyleſs Deſarts ſmiles the rural Reign; 

Far-diſtant Flood to Flood is ſocial join'd ; 

Th' aſtoniſh'd Exxine hears the Baltic roar ; 

Proud Navies ride on Seas that never foam'd 

With daring Keel before ; and Armies ftretch 

Each Way their dazzling Files, repreſſing here 980 

The frantic Alexander of the North, 

And awing there ſtern Othman's ſhrinking Sons. 

Sloth flies the Land, and Ignorance, and Vice, 

Of old Diſhonour proud : it glows around, 984 

Taught by the Roy AL Hand that rous'd the Whole, 

One Scene of Arts, of Arms, of riſing Trade: 

For what his Wiſdom plann'd, and Power enforc'd, 

More potent ſtill, his great Example ſhew'd. 
MuTTE&1NG, the Winds at Eve, with blunted Point, 

Blow ll butering from the South. Subdu'd, 990 

The Froſt reſolves into a trickling Thaw. 

Spotted the Mountains ſhine ; looſe Sleet deſcends, 

And floods the Country round. The Rivers ſwell, 

Of Bonds impatient. Sudden from the Hills, 

O'er Rocks and Woods, in broad brown Cataracts, 995 

A thouſand ſnow-fed Torrents ſhoot at once ; 

And, where they ruſh, the wide-reſounding Plain 

Is left one ſlimy Waſte. Thoſe ſullen Seas, 

That waſh th' ungenial Pole, will reſt no more 

Beneath the Shackles of the mighty North ; 1000 

But, rouſing all their Waves, relittleſs heave— 

And hark ! the lengthening Roar continuous runs 

Athwart the rifted Deep: at once it burſts, 

And piles a thouſand Mountains to the Clouds. 

Ill fares the Bark with trembling Wretches charg'd, 1coz 

That, toſt amid the floating Fragments, moors 

Beneath the Shelter of an icy Iſle, 

While Night o'erwhelms the Sea, and horror looks 

More horrible. Can human Force endure 
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Th' aſſembled Miſchiefs that beſige them round ? 1016 
Heart-gnawing Hunger, fainting Wearineſs, 

The Roar of Winds and Waves, the Cruſh of Ice, 
Now ceaſing, now renew'd with louder Rage, 

And in dire Echoes bellowing round the Main. 

More to embroil the Deep, Leviathan 10135 
And his unwieldy Train, in dreadful Sport, 

Tempeſt the looſen d Brine, while thro the Gloom, 
Far, from the bleak inhoſpitable Shore, 

Loading the Winds, is heard the hungry Howl 

Of famiſh'd Monſters, there awaiting Wrecks. 1020 
Yet Providence, that cver-waking Eye, 

Looks down with Pity on the feeble Toil 

Of Mortals loſt to Hope, and lights them ſafe, 

Thro all this dreary Labyrinth of Fate. 

Tis done !--Dread Wix Ter ſpreads his lateſt Glooms, 
And reigns tremendous o'er the conquer'd Year. 1026 
How dead the vegetable Kingdom lies ! 

How dumb the tuneful! Horror wide extends 

His deſolate Domain. Behold, fond Man ! 

See here thy pictur d Life ; pals ſome few Years, 1c30 

Thy flowering Spring, thy Summer's ardent Strength, 

Thy ſober Autumn fading into Age, 

And pale concluding Winter comes at laſt, 

And ſhuts the Scene. An whither now are fled, 

Thoſe Dreams of Greatneſs ? thoſe unſolid Hopes 1035 5 

Of Happineſs ? thoic Longings after Fame ? 

Thoſe reſtleſs Cares? thoſe buſy buſtling Days? 

Thoſe gay-ſpent, f. ſtive Nights? thoſe veering Thoughts, 

Loft between Good and Ill, that ſhar'd thy Lite ? 

All now are vaniſh'd! V;zxTve ſole ſurvives, 1040 | 

Immortal, ncver-failing Friend of Man, 

His Guide to Happineis on high. —And fee ! 

"Tis come, the glorious Morn ! the ſecond Birth 

Of Heaven, and Earth! Awakening Nature hears | 

The new-creating Hurd, and 8 Life, 1045 
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In every heighten'd Form, from Pain and Death 

For ever free. The great eternal Scheme 

Involving All, and in a perfect Whole 

Uniting, as the Proſpect wider ſpreads, 

To Reaſon's Eye refin'd clears up apace. 1059 
Ye vainly wiſe! ye blind preſumptuous ! now, 
Confounded in the Duſt, adore that Power, 

And Wispou oft arraign'd: ſee now the Cauſe, 
Why unaſſuming Worth in ſecret liv'd, 

And dy'd, neglected: why the good Man's Share 10 055 
In Life was Gall and Bitterneſs of Soul: 

Why the lone Widow, and her Orphans pin'd, 

In ſtarving Solitude; while Luxury, 

In Palaces, lay ſtraining her low Thought, 

To form unreal Wants : why Heaven-born Truth, 
And Moderation fair, wore the red Marks 1061 
Of Superſtition's Scourge : why licens'd Pain, 

That cruel Spoiler, that emboſom'd Foe, 

Imbitter'd all our Bliſs. Ye good Diſtreſt 

Ye noble Few ! who here unbending ſtand 1065 
Beneath Life's Preſſure, yet bear up a While, 

And what your bounded View, which only ow 

A little Part, deem'd Evil is no more: 

The Storms of WinTzy Time will quickly paſs, 

And one unbounded Syx1Nc encircle All. 1070 


THE END, 
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HES E, as they change, Aluiourx Fara, 
theſe, 

Are but the varied Gop. The rolling Year 
Is full of Thee. Forth in the pleaſing Spring 
Tay Beauty walks, Thy Tenderneſs and Love. 
Wide-fluſh the Fields; the ſoftening Air is Balm; 5 
Echo the Mountains round ; the Foreſt ſmiles ; 
And every Senſe, and every Heart is Joy. 
Then comes rh Glory in the Summer-Months, 
With Light and Heat refulgent. Then rur Sun 
Shoots full Perfection thro the ſwelling Year: 10 
And oft Tay Voice in dreadful Thunder ſpeaks ; 
And oft at Dawn, deep Noon, or falling Eve, 
By Brooks and Groves, in hollow-whiſpering Gales. 
Tay Bounty ſhines in Autumn unconfin'd, 
And ſpreads a common Feaſt for all that lives. 15 
In Winter awful Tnov! with Clouds and Storms 
Around Tuns thrown, Tempeſt o'er Tempeſt roll'd 
Majeſtic Darkneſs! on the Whirlwind's Wing, 
Riding ſublime, Tuo bidſt the World adore, | 
And humbleſt Nature with Tay northern Blaſt, 20 

MysTze10us Round! what Skill, what Force divine, 
Deep-felt, in Theſe appear! a ſimple Train, 
Yet ſo delightful mix'd, with ſuch kind Art, 
Such Beauty and Beneficence combin'd ; 
Shade, unperceiv'd, ſo ſoftening into Shade ; 25 

And 
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And all ſo forming an harmonious Whole; 
That, as they ſtill ſucceed, they raviſh fill. 
But wandering oft, with brute unconſcious Gaze, 
Man marks not THEHZE, marks not the mighty Hand, 
That, ever-buly, wheels the ſilent Spheres ; 30 
Works in the ſecret Deep; ſhoots, ſteaming, Thence 
The fair Profuſion that o'eripreads the Spring: 
Flings from the Sun direct the laming Day; 
Feeds every Creature; hurls the Tempeſt forth; 
And, as on Earth this grateful Change revolves, 35 
With Tranſport touches all the Springs of Life. 

NaTvuRE, attend ! join every living Soul, 
Beneath the ſpacious Temple of the Sky, 
In Adoration join ; and, ardent, raiſe 
One general Song! To Him, ye vocal Cales, 40 
Breathe ſoft, whoſe Sy181T in your Freſhneſs breathes : 
Oh talk of HIM in ſolitary Glooms ! 
Whete, o'er the Rock, the ſcarcely - waving Pine 
Fills che brown Shade with a religious Awe. 
And ye, Whoſe bolder Note is heard afar, 45 
Who ſhale th' aſtoniſh'd World, lift high to Heaven 
Th' impetuous Song, and ſay from whom you rage. 
His Praiſe, ye Brooks, attune, ye trembling Rills ; 
And let me catch it as I mule along. 
Ye headlong Torrents, rapid, and profound ; 59 
Ye ſofter Floods, that lead the humid Maze 
Along the Vale; and thou, majeſtic Main, 
A ſecret World of Wonders in thyſelf, 
Sound nis ſtupendous Praile ; whoſe greater Voice 
Or bids you roar, or bid; ycur Roarings fail. 85 
Soft- roll your Incenſe, Herbs, and Fruits, and Flowers, 
In mingled Clouds to HI; whoſe Sun exalts, 
Whoſe Breath perfumes you, and whoſe Pencil paints. 
Ye Foreſts bend, ye Harveſts wave, to Him ; 
Breathe your ſtill Song into th: -—caper s Heart, 60 
As home he goes beneath the jv; <«5 M 
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Ye that keep watch in Heaven, as Earth aſleep 

Unconſcious lies, effuſe your mildeſt Beams, | 

Ye Conſtellations, while your Angels ſtrike, 

Amid the ſpangled Sky, the filver Lyre. 65 

Great Source of Day ! beſt Image here below 

Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 

From World to World, the vital Ocean round, 

On Nature write with every Beam nis Praiſe. 

The Thunder rolls: be huih'd the proftrate World; 70 

While Cloud to Cloud returns the ſolemn Hymn. | 

Bleat out afreſh, ye Hills ; ye moſly Rocks, 

Retain the Sound: the broad reſponſive Low, 

Ye Valleys, raiſe; for the GaeaT SAETHERAD reigns ; 

And his «n/uffering Kingdom yet will come. 75 

Ye Woodlands all, awake: a boundleſs Song 

Burſt from the Groves ; and when the reſtleſs Day, 

Expiring, lays the warbling World aſleep, 

Sweeteſt of Birds ! ſweet Philomela, charm 

The liſtening Shades, and teach the Night u 1s Praiſe. 80 

Ye chief, for whom the whole Creation ſmiles ; 

At once the Head, the Heart, and Tongue of all, 

Crown the great Hymn ! in ſwarming Cities vaſt, 

Aſſembled Men, to the deep Organ join | 

The long-reſounding Voice, oft-breaking clear, 85 

At ſolemn Pauſes, thro the ſwelling Baſe ; 

And, as each mingling Flame increaſes each, 

In one united Ardor riſe to Heaven. 

Or if you rather chuſe the rural Shade, 

And find a Fane in every ſacred Grove; go 

There let the Shepherd's Flute, the Virgin's Lay, 

The prompting Seraph, and the Poet's Lyre, 

Still fing the Gop or Seasons, as they roll. 

For me, when I forget the darling Theme, 

Whether the Bloſſom blows, the Summer-Ray 95 

Ruſlets the Plain, in/þirins Autumn gleams ; 

Or Winter rifes in the blackening Eaſt; . 
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Be my Tongue mute, may Fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to Joy, forget my Heart to beat 
S4oULD Fate command me to the fartheſt Verge ico 
Of the green Earth, to diſiant barbarous Climes, 
Rivers unknown to Song; where firſt the Sun 
Gilds Indian Mountains, or his ſetting Beam 
Flames on th' Atlantic Iles ; tis nought to me: 
Since Gop is ever preſent, ever felt, 103 
In the void Waſte as in the City full; 
Aud where He vital ſpreads there muſt be Joy. 
When even at laſt the ſolemn Hour ſhall conic, 
And wing my myſtic Flight to future Worlds, 
I chearful will obey, There, with new Powers, 110 
Will riſing Wonders fing : I cannot go 
Where UntiveRsaL Love not ſmiles around, 
Suſtaining all yon Orbs and all their Sons, 
From ſeeming Evil ſtill educing Good, 
And Better thence again, and Better till, 115 
In infinite Progreſſion. But I loſe 
Myſelf in Him, in L1cnT IN ET TABLE! 
Come then, expreſlive Silence, muſe nis Praiſe. 


THE END. 
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HALL the great ſoul of NRw ro quit this earth, 
To mingle with his ſtars; and not one lay 
Breathe up the grateful adoration, due 
To forming NAruxx for this Firſt of men? 
But weak our praiſe. Even now the ſons of light 5 
In ſtrains high-warbled to ſeraphic lyres, 
Hail his arrival on the coaſt of bliſs. 
Yet am I notdeterr'd, tho high the theme, 
And ſung to harps of angels, for with you, 
Ethereal bards! ambitious, I aſpire 10 
In nature's general ſymphony to join. 

An Þ what new wonders can ye ſhow your gueſt ! 
Who, while on this dim ſpot, where mortals toil 
Clouded in duſt, from Motion's ſimple laws, 

Could trace the ceaſeleſs energy of God, I5 
Wide-worxing thro this univerſal frame. 

Dis you not wonder, while he bound the ſuns, 
And planets to their ſpheres ! th' unequal taſk 
Of human kind till then. Oft had they roll'd 
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O'er erring man the year, and oft diſgrac'd 27 
The pride of ſchools, before their courſe was known 
Full in its cauſe, prov'd from effects, to him, 
All-piercing ſage ! who ſat not down and dream'd 
Romantic ſchemes, defended by the dint 

Of ſpacious words, and tyranny of names ; 25 
But, bidding his ſagacious mind attend, 

And with heroic patience years on years 

Deep-ſearching, ſaw at laſt the Syſtem dawn, 

And ſhine, of all his race, on hum alone. 

WHrarT were his raptures then! how pure! how ſtrong! 
And what the triumphs of old Greece and Rome, 34 
With his compar'd, but the low pride of boys 
In ſome ſmall fray vittorious ! when inſtead 
Of ſhatter'd parcels of this earth uſurp'd 
By violence unmanly, and ſore deeds 35 
Of cruelty and blood, nature herſelf 
Stood all ſubdu'd by him, and open laid 
Her every latent glory to his view. 

ALV intellectual eye, our ſolar round 
Firſt gazing thro, he by the blended power 40 
Of gravitation and prejection law 
The whole in filent harmoay revolve. 

Firſt to the neighb'ring Moon this mighty key 

Of nature he apply'd. Behold ! it turn'd 

The ſecret wards, it open'd wide the courſe 43 
And various aſpects of the queen of night: | 
Whether ſhe wanes into a ſcanty orb, 

Or, waxing broad, with her pale ſhadowy light, 

In a ſoft deluge overflows the ſky. 

Hence her each motion, correſponding, He 50 
Adjuſted to the ſubject Main, and taught 

Why now the mighty maſs of water ſwells 

Reſiſtleſs, heaving on the broken rocks 

And the full river turning ; till again 

The tide retiring, unattracted, leaves 55 
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A yellow waſte of barren ſands behind. 
Txen breaking hence, he took his ardent flight 
Thro the blue infinite: and every ſtar, 
Which the clear concave of a winter's night 
Pours on the eye, or aſtronomic tube, 60 
Far- ſtretching. ſnatches from the dark abyſs, 
Or ſuch as farther in ſucceſſive ſkies 
To fancy ſhine alone, at his approach 
Blaz'd into ſuns, the living centre each 
Of an harmonious ſyſtem: all combin'd, 65 
And rul'd unerring by that ſingle power, 
Winch draws the ſtone projected to the ground. 
O unprofuſe magnificence divine 
O wiſdom truly perfect! thus to call 
From a few cauſes ſuch a ſcheme of things, 70 
I ffects ſo various, beautiful, and great, 
An univerſe compleat ! and, O belov'd 
Of heaven ! whoſe well-purg'd penetrating eye, 
Could thus diſpel the clouds that ſcience vain 
With proud, preſumptuous ignorance had rais'd 75 
To dum the ſimple majeſty of truth! 
IIa, firſt of mortals, with bold wing purſu'd 
ue Comet thro the long elliptic curve, 
Far, as beyond our ſyſtem's utmoſt bound 
Till, to the forehead of our evening ſky 35 
Return'd, the blazing wonder glares a new, 
And v'er the trembling nations ſhakes diſmay. 
He unaſtoniſh'd mark'd its ſtated courſe, 
Foretold its periods, and its uſe explain'd. 
Tus heavens are all his own; from the wild rule 85 
Of whirling wortices, and circling ſpheres, 
To their firſt great ſimplicity reftor'd. 
The Schools aſtoniſh'd ſtood ; but found it vain 
To combatlong with demonſtration clear, 
And, unawaken'd, dream beneath the blaze 90 


Of truth. At once their pleafing viſions fled, 
With 
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With the light ſhadows of the morning mix'd, 
When Newron roſe, our philoſophic ſun. 

T #' aerial flow of Sound was known to him, 
From whence it firſt in wavy circles breaks. 
Nor could the darting Beam, of ſpeed immenſe, 
Eſcape his ſwift purſuit, and meaſuring Eye. 
Even Light itſelf, which every thing diſplays, 
Shone undiſcover'd, till his brighter Mind 
Untwiſted all the ſhining Robe of Day; 

And, from the whitening undiſtinguiſh'd Blaze, 
Collecting every ſeparated Ray, 

To the charm'd Eye educ'd the gorgeous Train 
Of Parent-colours. Firſt, the flaming Red 
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Sprung vivid forth; the tawny Orange next; 185 


And next refulgent Yellow ; by whole ſide 

Fell the kind Beams of all-refreſhing Green. 
Then the pure Blue, that ſwells autumnal Skies, 
Echereal play'd ; and then, of ſadder hue, 


Emerg'd tae deepen'd Indico, as when 110 


The heavy-ſkirted evening droops with Froſt. 
Waile the laſt gleamings of refracted Light 
Dv'd in the fainting Violet away. 

Theſe, when the Clouds diſtil the roſy Shower, 
Shine out diſtin along the watry bow; 

While o'er our Heads the dewy Viſion bends 
Delightful, melting on the Fields beneath. 
Myriads of mingling dyes from tlieſe reſult, 


And Myriads ſtill remain —— Infinite ſource 
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Of Beauty, ever fluſhing, ever-new ! 120 


D 1 ever Poet image aught ſo fair, 
Dreaming in kaunted Groves, by murm'ring brook ! 
Or prophet, to whoſe rapture heaven deſcends ! 
Even now the ſetting ſan and ſhining-clouds, 


Seen, Greenwich, from thy love'y Heights, declare 125 


How juſt, how beauteous the refractive Law. 
Tu k noiteleſs tide of time, all bearing down 
Hs 
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To valt eternity's unbounded Sea 

Where the green Iſlands of the happy ſhine, 

He ſtemm'd alone; and to the ſource (involy'd 130 
Deep in primæval gloom) aſcending, rais'd 

His lights at equal diſtances, to guide 

Hiſtorian, wilder'd on his darkſome way. 

Bu T who can number up his labours ? who 
His high diſcoveries fing ? when but a few 135 
Of the deep ſtudying race can ſtretch their minds 
To what he knew: in fancy's lighter thought, 

How ſhall the Muſe then graſp the mighty Theme? 

W # a T wonder thence that his devotion ſwell'd 
Reſponſive to his Knowledge! for could he, 140 
Whole comprehenſive Eye beheld the World 
In all its order, harmony, deſign, 

Forbear inceſſant to adore that Power 
Who fills, ſuſtains, and actuates the whole? 

Sar, ye who beſt cantell, ye happy few, 145 

Who ſaw him in the ſofteſt lights of Life, 
All un-with- held, indulging to his Friends 
The vaſt unborrow'd treaſures of his mind, 
Oh ſpeak the wondrous Man ! how mild, how calm, 
How greatly humble, how divinely good; 151 
How firm eſtabliſn'd on eternal Truth; 
Fervent in doing well, with every Nerve 
Still preſſing on, forgetful of the paſt, 
And panting for Perfection: far above | 
Thoſe little cares, and mean, deprav d defire:, 155 
That ſo perplex the fond impaſſion'd Heart 

Of ever cneated, ever. truſting Man. 

Ax o you, ye hopeleſs gloomy- minded Tribe, 
You who, unconſcious of thoſe nobler flights 
That reach impatient at immortal Life, 160 
Againſt the prime endearing privilege 
Of Being dare contend, ſay, can a Soul 
Of ſuch extenſive, deep, tremendous Powers, 
Enlarging ſtill, be but a finer breath Of 
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Of ſpirits dancing thro their Tubes a while, 165 
And then for ever loſt in vacant Air ? 

Buer hark! methinks T hear a warning Voice, 
Solemn as when ſome awful change is come, 


Sound thro the World The 
* meoſure's full; 
No more of knowledge is indulg'd by Heav'n 170 
% To mortals here —Their Nt wTox is withdrawn, 
« And I reſign my charge. Let no weak drop 
Be ſhed for him. The virgin in her bloom 
Cut off, the joyous Youth, and darling Child, 
Theſe are the Tombs that claim the tender tear, 17; 
And elegiac Song. But Newron calls 
For other notes of gratulation bigh, 
That now he wanders thro thoſe ſtarry Worlds 
He here ſo well deſcried, and joyful Hymns 
Their great Creator, now more clearly ſeen 189 
In his unclouded glory's brighteſt beams. 
O Britain's boaſt ! whether with Angels thou 
Sitteſt in dread diſcourſe, beneath his Throne, 
To which thy wiſdom faw the mighty chain 
Of nature's Works and Laws, dependant tied. 185 
Or whether, mounted on cherubic wing, 
Thy ſwift career is with the whirling Orbs, 
Comparing Worlds with Worlds, in rapture loſt 


« T7; done 


And grateful Adoration, for that light 


So plenteous ray d into thy mind below, 190 
From Lichr himſelf; Oh look with pity down 


On human kind, a frail erroneous race ! 


Exalt the ſpirit of a drooping World ! 
O'er thy dejefted Country, chief preſide, 
And be her Geniag call'd ! her Studies raiſe, 195 
Correct her Manners, and inſpire her Vouth: 
For, tho deprav'd and ſunk, ſhe brought thee forth, 
And glories in thy Name; thy ſacred duſt 
dleeꝑs with her Kings, and dignifies the ſcene. 
B R 
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Written in the Year 1727. 


—— Et tantas audetis tollere moles ? 

uns ego — fed motos prefiat componere fluus. 

iP} nahi non ſimili para cemmiſii lactis, 

Maturate fugam, regique hc dicite wefrro : 

Nen illi imperium pelagi, ſet umgue tridentem, 

Sed miki forte datum. — V1kGHL. 


8 on the ſea beat ſhore Britannia fat, 
Of her degenerate ſons the faded fame, 
Deep in her anxious Heart, revolving fad : 
Bare was her throbbing boſom to the gale, 
That hoarſe, and hollow, from the bleak ſurge blew , 
Looſe flow'd her treſſes; rent her azure robe: 6 
From her majeſtic brow ſhe tore the bay . 
Nor ceas'd the copious grief to bathe her cheek ; 
Nor ceas'd her ſobs to murmur to the main. 
Peace diſcontented nigh, departing, ſtretch' d 10 
Her 


Her 


This tame beſeeching of rejected peace: 
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Her dove- like wings: and War, tho greatly rous'd, 
Yet mourn'd his fetter d hands. While thus the queen 
Of vations ſpoke ; and what {he ſaid the muſe 
Recorded, faithful, in unbidden verſe. 

Eves not yon fail, that, from the ſky-mix'd wave, 15 
Dawns on the fight, and wafts the Rorar You1n, 
A freight of future glory to my ſhore ; 

Even not the flattering view of golden days, 
And riſing periods yet of bright renown, 
Beneath the PaR EN rs, and their endleſs line 


20 
Thro late revolving time, can ſooth my rage; 
While, unchaſtis'd, th' inſulting Spaniard dares 
Infeſt the trading flood, and vainly bold 
Deſpiſe my navies, and my merchants ſeize ; 
As truſting to falſe peace, they fearleſs roam 25 


The world of waters wild, made, by the toil, 

And liberal blood of glorious ages, mine: 

Nor burſts my ſleeping thunder on their head, 
Whence this unwonted patience ? this weak doubt ? 


This mee forbearance ? this unnative fear, 

To generous Britons never known before? 

And ſail'd my fleets for this; on Indian tides 

To float, unactive, with the veering winds ? 
The mockery of war! while hot diſeaſe, 

And ſloth diſtemper'd, ſwept off burning crouds, 
For action ardent ; and amid the deep, 
Inglorious, ſunk them in a watry grave. 

There now they lie beneath the rolling flood, 
Far from their friends, and country unaveng'd; 
And back the drooping war-ſhip comes again, 
Diſpirited, and thin; her ſons aſham'd 

Thus idly to review their native ſhore ; 

With not one glory ſparkling in their eye, 

One Triumph on their tongue. A paſſenger, 45 
The violated merchant comes along ; 
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That far-ſought wealth, for which the noxious gale 

He drew, and ſweat beneath equator ſuns, 

By lawleſs force detain'd ; a force that ſoon 

Would melt away, and every ſpoil reſign, 50 

Were once the Byitiſb lion heard to roar. 

Whence is it that the proud 75er:ian thus, 

In their own well-aſſerted element, 

Dares rouze to wrath the malters of the main: 

Who told him, that the big incumbent war 5 5 

Would not, ere this, have roll'd his trembling ports 

In ſmoaky ruin? and his guilty ſtores, 

Won by the ravage of a butcher'd world, 

Yet unaton'd, ſunk in the ſwallowing deep, 

Or led the glittering Prize into the Thames ? 60 
THER+ was a time (Oh let my lancuid ſons 

Reſume their ſpirit at the rouzing thought 

When all the pride of ern, in one dread fleet, 

Swell'd o'er the lab'ring ſurge! like a whole heaven 

Of clouds, wide-roll'd before the boundleſs breeze. 65 

Gaily the ſplendid armament along 

Exultant plough'd, reflecting a red gleam, 

As ſunk the ſun, o er all the flaming Vaſt; 

Tall, gorgeous, aid elate, while the fond Dream 

Of eaſy conqueſt fir'd each kayghty breaſt. 70 

But ſoon, regardſeſs of the cumbrous pomp, 

My dauntleſs Britans came, a gloomy few, 

With tempeſt black, the goodly ſcene deform d, 

And laid their glory waſte. The bolts of fate 

Reſiſtleſs thunder'd thro their yielding ſides ; 75 

Fierce o'er their beauty blaz d the lurid flame; 

And ſeiz'd in horrid graſp, or ſhatter'd wide, 

Amid the mighty waters, deep they ſunk. 

Then too from every promontory chill, 

Rank fen, and cavern where the wild wave works, 80 

F fvept confederate winds, and ſwell'd a ſtorm. 

Round the glad iſle, ſnatch'd by the vengeful blaſt, 
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The ſcatter d remnants drove; on the blind ſhelve, 
And pointed rock, that marks th' indented ſhore, 
Relentleſs dalh'd, where loud the northern main 85 
Howls thro the fractur'd Caledonian iſles. 

Sucu were the dawnings of my wat'ry reigu ; 
But ſince how vaſt it grew, how abſolute, 
Even in thoſe troubled times, when dreadful Buaxt 
Aw'd angry nations with the Britiſb name, | 
Let every humbled ſtate, let Europe ſay, 
Suſtain'd, and ballanced, by my naval arm. 
Ah what muſt theſe immortal ſpirits think 
Of your poor ſhifts ! Theſe, for their country's good, 
Who fac'd the blackeſt danger, knew no fear, 95 
No mean ſubmiſſion, but commanded peace, 
Ah how with indignation muſt they burn 
(If aught, but joy, can touch ztkeral breaſts) 
With ſhame! with grief! to tee their feeble ſons 
Shrink from that empire o'er the conquer'd ſeas, 100 
For which their wiſdom plan'd, their councils glow'd, 
And their veins bled thro many a tolling age. 

Ver deem not I reject with raſh diſdain 
All honourable means to keep undrawn, | 
With wiſe forbearance, the deſtructive ſword. 105 
Oh firit ot human bleſſings! and ſupreme ! 
Fair Peace! how lovely, how delightful thou! 
By whoſe wide tie, the kindred ſons of men, 
Like brothers live, in amity combin'd, 
And unſuſpicious faith; while honeſt toil 110 
Gives every joy, and to thoſe joys a right, 
Which idle, barbarous rapine but uſurps. 
Beneath thy calm inſpiring influence, 
Science his views enlarges, Art refines, 
And ſelling Commerce opens all her ports; 115 
Bleſt be the man divine, who gives us thee 
Who bids the trumpet huſh his horrid clang, 
Nor blow the giddy nations into rage; 
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Who ſheaths the murderous blade; the deadly gun 
Into the well-pil'd armory returns ; 120 
And every vigour from the work of death 

To grateful induſtry converting, males 

The country flouriſh, and the city ſmile. 
Unviolated, him the virgin fings; 

And him the ſmiling mother to her train. 

Of him the ſhepherd, in the peaceful dale, 
Chaunts; and, the treaſures of his labour ſafe, 


The huſbandman of him, as at the plough, 
Or team, he toils. With him the ſailor ſooths, 


Beneath the trembling moon, the midnight wave; 130 
And the full city, warm, from ſtreet to ſtreet, 
And ſhop to ſhop, reſponſive, rings of him. 
Nor joys one land alone; his praiſe extends 
Far as the ſun rolls the diffuſive day; 
Far as the breeze can bear the gifts of peace, 125 
Till all the happy nations catch the ſong. 

WHaT would not, Peace! the patriot bear for thce ? 
What painful patience ? What inceſſant care? 
What deep anxiety ? What ſleepleſs toil ? 
Even from the raſh protected what reproach ? 140 
For he thy value knows; thy friendſhip he 
To human nature: but the better thou, 
The richer in delight, ſometimes the more 
Inevitable war, when ruffian force 
Awakes the fury of an injur'd ſtate. ; 145 
Then the good, patient man, whom reaſon rules, 
Rouz'd by bold inſult, and injurious rage, 
With ſharp and ſudden check, th' aitoniſh'd ſons 
Of violence confounds; firm as his cauſe, 
His dauntleſs heart ; in awful juſtice arm'd : 153 
And, as he charges thro the proſtrate war, 
His keen ſword teaches faithleſs men, no more 
Jo dare the ſacred vengeance of the juſt. 

Axp what, my thoughtleſs ſons, ſhould fire you more, 
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Than when your well-earn'd empire of the deep 155 
The leaſt beginning injury receives: 

What better cauſe can call your lightning forth ? 

Your thunder wake? your deareſt life demand: 

What better cauſe, than when your country ſees 

The ſure deſtruction at her vitals aim d:? 160 
For oh it much imports you, 'tis your all, 

To keep your trade entire, entire the force. 

And honour of your fleets ; o'er theſe to watch 

Even with a hand ſevere, and jealous eye. 

In intercourſe be gentle, generous, juſt, 165 
By Wiſdom poliſh'd, and of manners fair; 

But on the ſca be terrible, untam'd, 


Unconquerable till : let none eſcape, 


Who ſhall but aim to touch your glory there. 

Is there the man, into the lion's den 170 
Who dares intrude. to ſnatch his young away ? 

And is a Briton ſeiz'd ? and ſeiz'd beneath 

The ſlumbring terrors of a Briti fleet! 

Then ardent riſe ! Oh great in vengeance ric ; 

O'erturn the proud, teach rapine to reſicre : 175 
And as you ride ſublimely round the world, 

Make every veſſel ſtoop, make every ſtate 

At once their Welfare and their Duty know. 

This is your glory ; this your wiſdom ; this 

The native power for which you were deſig n'd 180 
By fate, when fate deſign'd the firmeſt ſlate, 

That e'er was ſeated on the ſubjeR ſea ; 

A ſtate, where liberty ſhould ſtill ſurvive, 

In theſe late times, this evening of mankind, 

When Athens, Rome and Carthage are no more, 185 
The world almoſt in ſlaviſh ſloth difloly'd. 

For this, theſe rocks around your coaſt were thrown ; 
For this, your oaks, of woods the nobleſt, ſhoot 
Strong into ſturdy growth ; for this, your hearts 

Swell with a ſtubborn courage, growing ſtill * 
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As danger grows; and ſtrength, and toil for this 
Are liberal pour'd o'er all the fervent land. 
Then cherith this, this unexpenſive power, 
Undangerous to the publick, ever prompt, 
By laviſh nature thruſt into your hand ; 195 
And, unencumber'd with the bulk immenſe 
Of conqueſt, whence huge empires roſe, and fell 
Self-cruſh'd.—Extend your reign from ſhore to ſhore, 
Where-e'er the wind your high beheſts can blow, 
And fix it deep on this eternal baſe. 200 
For ſhould the ſliding fabric once give way, 
Soon ſlacken d quite, and paſt recovery broke, 
It gathers ruin as it rolls along, 
Steep-ruſhing down to that devouring gulph, 
Where many a mighty empire buried lies. 205 
And ſhould the big redundant flood of trade, 
In which ten thouſand thouſand labours join 
Their ſeveral currents, till the boundleſs tide, 
Rolls in a fertile deluge o'er the land, 
Should this bleſt ſtream, the leaſt inflected, point 210 
Its courſe another way, o'er other lands 
The various treaſure would its riches pour, 
Ne'er to be won again; its antient tract 
Left a vile channel, deſolate, and dead, 
With all around a miſcrable waſte. 215 
Not Egypt, were, her bounteous god, the Nie 
Turn'd in the pride of flow; when o'er his rocks, 
And roaring cataracts, in one wide flaſh 
An Ethiopian deluge foams amain ; 
Even not that prime of earth, where harveſts croud 220 
Oa untill'd harveſts all the teeming year, 
If of the fat o'erflowing culture robb'd, 
Were then a more uncomfortable wild, 
Steril, and void ; than of her trade depriv'd 
Britons, your boaſted iſle : her princes ſuuk ; 225 
Her high-built honour moulder'd to the duſt; 
6 Unnerv'd 
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Unnerv'd her force ; her ſpirit vaniſh'd quite ; 

With rapid wing her riches fled away ; 

Her unfrequented ports the ſign alone 

Of what ſhe was; ner merchants ſcatter'd wide; 230 

Her vacant ſhops ſhut up; and in her ſtreets, 

Her fields, woods, markets, villages, and roads, 

The chearſul voice of labour heard no more. 

Ou let not then dull luxury impair 

That manly ſpirit, which now ſtrings your nerves, 235 

And draws from noble toil well-earn'd delight. 

Oh let not the ſoft, penetrating plague 

Creep on the free-born mind ! and working there, 

With the ſharp tooth of many a new-form'd want, 

Endleſs, and idle all, eat out the heart 240 

Of Liberty ; erazing from the mind 

The noble ſentiment, th' impatient ſcorn 

Of baſe ſubjection, and the ſwelling wiſh 

For general good : while in their place ſucceeds 

A narrow ſelfiſhneſs, ungenerous thoughts, 245 

And low deſign, the meaner paſſions all 

Let looſe, and reigning in the rankled breaſt. 

Induc'd at laſt, by ſcarce-perceiv'd degrees, 

Sapping the very frame of government, 

And life, a total diſſolution comes ; 250 

Sloth, ignorance, dejection, flattery, fear, 

Oppreſlion raging o'er the waſte he makes; 

Till every ſocial Good is quite extinct; 

And the whole ſtate in broad corruption finks. 

Oh ſhun that gulph, that gaping ruin ſhun ! 255 

May countleſs ages roll it far away 

From you, ye heaven-belov'd ! may /iberty, 

The light of life! the ſun of human-kind | 

Whence heroes, bards, and patriots borrow flame, 

Still ſpread, exalt, and actuate your powers! 260 

While laviſh ſouthern climates beam in vain, 

And may a public ſpirit from the ene, 
Where 
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Where every virtue fits, go copious forth 

Wide o'er the land ! the finer arts inſpire ; 

Make thoughtful Science raiſe her penfive head, 26 

Awake the Muſe, bid Indultry rejoice, 

And the rough {ons of loweit Labour imile. 

As when, profuſe of ſpring, the looſen'd Weſt 

Lifts up the pining year, and balmy breathes 

Youth, life, and love, and beauty o'er world. 2*0 
Buer haſte we from theſe melancholy ſhores, 

Nor to deaf winds, and waves, our fruitleſs plaint 

Pour weak; the Country claims our active aid; 

That let us roam; and where we Hud à fpark 

Of public virtue, blow it inte flawe, 275 

Lo! now my ſons, the ſons of frecdom! meet 

In awful ſenate ; thither let us fly; 

Burn in the Patriot's Thought, fiow from his tongue 

In fearleſs truth; myſelf, transform'd, preſide, 

And ſhed the ſpirit of Britannia round. 280 
THr1s ſaid; her fleeting form, and airy train, 

Sunk in the gale ; and nought but ragged rocks 

Ruſh'd on tae broken eye, and nought was heard 

But the rough cadence of the daſhing wave. 
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PREFACE to the REA DER. 


ITE falling Poem being entirely of the 
hiſtorical and political kind, unorna- 
mented with fiction, except in a few lines, the 
Author was ſenſible of its being too long. It has 
been therefore conſiderably ſhortened, by reducing 
the five parts into three; the rather, becauſe the 
matter of ſeveral verſes now ſtruck out here oc- 
curs in his other writings, and ſome, upon a re- 


viſal, appeared not to be pertinent, or proper 19 
the ſubject. 


TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


FREDERICK, 


PRINCE of WALES. 


SEX. 
HEN I reflect upon that ready 
condeſcenſion, that preventing 

generolity, with which LO UR 

Royar Hicnness received the following 

poem under your protection; I can only 

aicribe it to the recommendation, and influ- 
ence of the ſubject. In you the cauſe and 
concerns of liberty have ſo zealous a Patron 
as entitles what ever may have the leaſt ten- 
dency to promote them, to the diſtinction of 
your favour, And who can entertain this 
delightful reflection, without feeling a plea- 
ſure far ſuperior to that of the fon leſt au- 
thor ; and of which all true lovers of their 
country muſt participate? To behold the 
nobleſt diſpoſitions of the Prince, and of the 

Patriot, united: an overflowing benevolence, 

generolity, and candour of heart, joined to 

an enlightened zeal for liberty, an intimate 
perſuaſion that on it depends the happineſs 


and 
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and glory both of King and People: to ſee 


theſe ſhining out in public virtues, as the 
have hitherto ſmiled in all the ſocial lights 
and private accompliſhments of life, is a pro- 
ſpect that cannot but inſpire a general ſenti- 
ment of ſatio faction and gladneſs, more eaſy 
to be felt than expreſſed. | 

Ir the following attempt to trace liberty, 
from the firſt ages down to her excellent eſta- 
bliſhment in Great Ba ITAIxN, can at all 
merit your approbation, and prove an en- 
rertainment to Your Rovral Hicaness,; if 
it can in any degree anſwer the dignity of the 
ſubject, and of the name under which I pre- 
ſume to ſhelter it; I have my beſt reward: 
particularly, as it affords me an opportunity 
of declaring that I am, with the greateſt zeal 
and reſpect, 

SIX. 


Your Royar Hinness's 
Moſt Obedient 
And moſt Devoted Servant, 


James THOMPSON, 


ON, 
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MY lamented TairoT* ! when with Thee 
I chearful rov'd the fam'd Hæſperian plains, 
And drew th' inſpiring breath of antient arts'; 
Ah! little thought I my returning Muſe 

Should ſing our darling ſubject to thy ade. 5 

Art thou then loſt? and does the veil of night 

Involre thoſe eyes where every virtue ſmil'd, 

And all thy Fan A's candid ſyirit ſhone, 

The light of Reaſon, pure, without a cloud? 

Oh dire misfortune that with diſmal gloom 10 

O'ercaſts each fair idea, which the ſcenes, 

We ſaw together in our pleaſing courſe, 

Imprinted deep on the delighted mind! 

But while the death of mighty States I ſing, 

In that dread theme be loſt the private Tear. 5 

Must, I lay ; warm from the ſacred walks, 

Where at each Step Imagination burns : 

While fcatter'd wide around, awful, and hoar, 

Lies, a vait Monument, once-glorious Rome, 
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The Tomb of Empire! Ruins! that efface 20 

Whate'er of finiſh'd, modern Pomp can boaſt. 
SyaTCH'D by theſe Wonders to that World where 

Thought 

Unfetter'd ranges, Fancy's magic Hand 

Led me anew o'er all the ſolemn Scene, 

Still in the Mind's pure Eye more ſolemn dreſt. 25 

When ſtrait, methought, the fair majeſtic Powx 

Of LinerTY appear'd. Not, as of old, 

Extended in her Hand the Cap, and Rod, 

Whoſe Touch enfranchiz'd the deſerving Slave: 

But her bright Temples bound with Britiſb Oak, 30 

And naval Honours nodding on her Brow. 

Sublime her mein. Looſe o'er her Shoulder flow'd 

Her ſ:a-green Robe, with Conſtellations gay. 

An Iſland Goddeſs now; and her high Care 

The Queen of Iſles, the Miſtreſs of the Main. 35 

My Heart beat filial tranſport at the Sight; 

And, as ſhe mov'd to ſpeak, th' awaken'd Ne 

Liſten'd intent. A while ſhe look'd around, 

With mournful Eye the well-known Ruins mark'd, 


And then, her Sighs repreſſing, thus began. 40 


Mix E are theſe Wonders, all thou ſee'ſt is mine; 
But ah how chang'd ! the falling poor remains 
Of what exalted once th' Auſenian Shore. 

Lock back thro Time; and, riſing from the Gloom, 
Mark the dread Scene, that paints whate'er I ſay, 45 
Tus great Republic ſee ! that glow'd, ſublime, 

With the mixt Freedom of a thouſand States ; 
Rais'd on the 'I'hrones of Kings her Curule Chair, 
And by her Faſces aw'd the ſubject World. 
See buſy Millions quickning all the Land, 50 
Wich Cities throng'd, and teeming Culture high: 
B-hold, the Country chearing, Villas riſe, 
In lively Froſpe& ; by the ſecret lapſe 
Of Brooks no loſt and Streams renown'd in Song: 
In 
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In Umbria's cloſing Vales, or on the Brow 
Of her warm Hills that breathe the ſcented Gale : 
On Baia's viny Coaſt ; where peaceful Seas, 
Fan'd by kind Zephirs, ever kiſs the Shore; 
And Suns unclouged ſhine, thro pureſt Air : 
Or in the ſpacious Neigibourhood of Rome; 60 
Far ſhining upward to the Sabine Hills, 
To Anio's Roar, and Tibur's Olive Shade; 
To where Preneſte lifts her airy Brow ; 
Or downwards ſpreading to the ſunny Shore, 
Where Alba draws the freſhneſs of the Main. 65 
SegE diſtant Mountains leave their Valleys dry, 
And o'er the proud Arcade their Tribute pour, 
To lave Imperial Rome. For Ages laid, 
With Tombs of Heroes ſacred, tee her Roads: 
By various Nations trod, aud ſuppliant Kings; 70 
With Legions flaming, or with Triumph gay. 
Ful in the Centre of theſe wondrous Works, 
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The Pride of Earth! Rome in her Glory ſee ! 


Behold her Demi-Gods, in Senate met; 

Al Head to counſel, and all Heart to act; 
The Commonweal inſpiring every Tongue | 
With fervent Eloquence, unbrib'd, and bold ; 
Ere tame Corruption taught the ſervile Herd 

To rank obedient to a Maſter's Voice. 

Hex Forum ſee, warm, popular, and loud, 80 
In trembling Wonder huſh'd, when the WO SiREs, 
As they the private Father greatly quell'd, 

Stood up the public Fathers of the State. 
See Juſtice judging there, in human Shape. 
Hark ! how with CaTo's Voice ſhe thunders high, 85 


Or charms th' impaſſion'd Heart from Tul xs Tongue. 


Hz R Tribes, her Cenſus, fee ; her generous Troops, 
Whoſe Pay was Glery, and their beſt Reward 
Free for their Country and for Me to die; 
SY: | Ere 
L. J. BxuTvus, and VikGidlvs, 
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Ere mercenary Murder grew a Trade. 90 
He feſtive Games, the School of Heroes, view; 

Her Circus, ardent with contending Youth ; 

Her Streets, her 'Temples, Palaces, and Baths, 

Full of fair Forms, of Beauty's eldeſt born, | 
And of a People caft in Virtue's Mold, 95 
While Sculpture lies around, and Aan Hills 

Lend their beſt Stores to heave the pillar'd Dome: 

All that to Roman Strength the ſofter Touch 

Of Grecian Art can join. But Language fails 

'To paint this Sun, this Center of Mankind ; 100 
Where every Virtue, Glory, Treaſure, Art, 
Attracted ſtrong, in heighten'd Luſtre met. 

Here every Paſſion, even the proudeſt, ſtoop'd, 
To Common-Good : CamiLtLius, thy Revenge; 
Thy Glory, Fanius. All ſubmiſſive here, 105 
Conſuls, Dictators, ſtill reſign'd their Rule; 

The very Moment that the Laws ordain'd. 

Tho Conqueſt o'er them clap'd her Eagle-Wings, 

Her Laurels wreath'd, and yoke'd her ſnowy Steeds * 
To the triumphal Car, ſoon as expir'd 110 
The lateſt Hour of Sway, taught to ſubmit, 

(A harder Leſſon here than to command) 

Into the private Roman ſunk the Chief. 

If Rome was ſerv'd, and glorious, careleſs they 114 
By whom. Their Country's Fame they deem'd their 
And above Envy, in a Rival's Train, [own ; 
Sung the loud 15s by themſelves deſerv'd. 

Nor did this Spirit rule the great alone, 

The meaneſt Boſom felt a Thirſt for Fame; 

Life had no Charms, nor any Terrors Fate, 120 
When Rome and Glory call'd. But, in one view, 
Mark the rare boaſt of theſe unequal'd Times. 

Ages revolv'd unſully'd by a Crime: 

£ſtrea reign'd, and ſcarcely needed Laws 
To bind a Race elated with the Pride | 125 
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Of Virtue, and diſdaining to deſcend 

To Meanneſs, mutual Violence, and Wrongs. 
While War around them razed, in happy Poe 
All peaceful ſmil'd, all but the paſſing Clouds 
That often hang on Freedom's jealous Brow ; 
And fair unblemiſh'd Centuries elaps'd, 

When not a Reman bled but in the Field. 

Their Virtue ſuch, that an unballanc'd State, 

Still between Noble and Plebeian toſt, 

As flow'd the Wave of fluctuating Power, 

By that kept firm, and with triumphant prow 
Rode out the Storms. Oft tho the native Feuds, 
That from the firſt their Conſtitution ſhook, 

(A latent Ruin, growing as it grew) 

Stood on the threatning Point of civil War, 

Ready to ruſh : Yet could the lenient Voice 

Of Wiſdom, ſoothing the tumultuous Soul, 

Their honeſt Fury calm. Their generous Hearts, 
Not ſteel'd by ſelfiſh Views, ſo naked lay 

And ſenſible to Truth, that o'er the Rage © 
Of giddy Faction, by Oppreſſion ſwell'd, 
Prevail'd a fimple Fable, and at once 

To Peace recover'd the divided State. 

But if their often-cheated Hopes refus'd 

The ſoothing Touch; ſtill, in the Love of Reue, 
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150 
The dread Dictator found a ſure Reſource. F 
Was ſhe aſſaulted? was her Glory ſtain d? 
Their Country's Quarrel private Feuds o'ercame. 
Faes in the Forum in the Field were Friends, 
By ſocial Danger bound ; each fond for each, 155 


And for their deareſt Country all, to die. 
Tuus up the Hill of Empire flow they toil'd: 
Till the bold Summit gain d, the thouſand States 


Of proud Italia blended into one; 


Then o'er the Nations they reſiſtleſs ruſh'd, 160 
And touch'd the Limits of the failing World. 
I 4 Neezp 
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N= I the Contraſt mark? unjoyous View! 
A Land in all, in Government, and Arts, 
In Virtue, Geni''s, Earth and Heaven revers'd. 
A & E theſe the Vales, that, once exulting States 16; 
In their warm Boſom fed? The Mountains theſe, 
On whoſe fair blooming Sides my Sons, of old, 
I bred to Glory? Theſe dejected Towns, 
Where, mean, and ſordid, Life can ſcarce ſubſiſt, 
The Scenes of antient Opulence and Pomp? 170 
Cons ! by whatever ſacred Name diſguis'd, 
OyeressroN, come! and in thy Works rejoice ! 
See Nature's richeſt Plains to putrid Fens 
Turn'd by thy Fury. From their chearful Bound“. 
See raz's th' enliv'ning Village, Farm, and Seat. 13 
Firft, rur:l Toll, by thy rapacious Hand 
Robb'd of his poor Reward, reſfign'd the Plow ; 
And now he dares not turn the noxious Glebe : 
"Tis thine entire. The lonely Swain himſelf, 
Who loves at large along the graſſy Downs 180 
His Flocks to Paiture, thy drear Champian flies. 
Far as the ſickening Eye can ſweep around, 
lis all one Deſart, deſolate and grey, 
Graz'd by the ſullen Buffalo alone; 


And where the rank uncultivated Growth 18; 


Of rotting Aves taints the paſſing Gale, 
Beneath tne baleful Blatt the City pines, 
Or ſinks infeebi'd, or infected burns. 


Beneath it mourns the ſolitary Road, 


Roll'd in rude Mazes o'er th' abandon'd Waſte ; 199 


While antient Ways, ingulph'd, are ſeen no more, 
Or fractur'd in ſtupendous Ruins lie 
Beyond the weak repair of modern Toil. 

Sven thy dire Plains, thou S- Deſtroyer Foe 


To Human kind ! Thy Mountains too, profuſe, 195 


Where ſavage Nature blooms, ſeem their ſad Plaint 
To raiſe agaluſt thy deſolating Rod. 


There 
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There on the breezy Brow, where thriving States, 
And famous Cities, once, to the pleas'd Sun, 
Far other Scenes of riſing Culture ſpread, 200 
Pale ſhine thy ragged Towns. The Country mourns 
While drooping Art almoſt to Nature leaves 
The rude unguided Year. Thin wave the Gifts 
Of yellow Ceres, thin the radiant bluſh n 
Of Orchard reddens in the warmeſt Ray. 205 
To weedy wildneſs run, no rural Wealth | 
(Such as Dictators fed) the Garden pours. 
Crude the wild Olive flows, and foul the Vine ; 
Nor juice Cæcabian, nor Falernian, more, | 
Streams Life and Joy, ſave in the Mu/e's Bowl. 210 
Unſeconded by Art, the ſpinning Race 
Draw the bright Thread in vain, and idly toil. 
In vain, forlorn in Wilds, the Citron blows ; 
And flowering Plants perfume the Deſart Gale. 
Thro the vile Thorn the tender Myrtle Twines: 215 
Inglorious droops the Laurel, dead to ſong, 
And long a Stranger to the Heroe's Brow. 

No half thy Triumph this : Caſt, from brute Fields, 
Into the Haunts of Men thy ruthleſs Eye. 
There buxom Plenty never turns her Horn ; 220 
No clean Convenience reigns ; even Sleep himſelf, 
Leaſt delicate of Powers, reluctant, there, 
Lays on the Bed impure his heavy Head. 
See Streets whoſe Echoes never know the Voice 
Of chearful Hurry, Commerce many-tongue'd, 225 
Or Art mechanic at his various Taſk, 
Fervent, employ'd. Mark the deſponding Race, 
Of Occupation void, 2s void of Hope : 
By Thee deprived of every nobler Joy 


To the ſoft Aid of ſoothing Airs they fly, 230 


That breathe a kind Obliviou o'er their Woes, 
And Love and Muſic melt their Souls away. 


From feeble Juttice fee how raſh Revenge 
I 5 Enrag'd 
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Enrag'd the Ballance ſnatches; and the Sword, 
Fearful himſelf, to venal Ruffians gives. 235 
See where Gop's Altar, nurfing Murder, ſtands, 
With the red Touch of dark Aſſaſſins ſtain'd. 
* Wo in yon wild Retreat, thoſe lonely Walls 
Where moakiſh Superſtition idly dreams, 
Would look for TuLLY's Tu/ſculum; or deem 240 
Thoſe naked Hills, that Ship-forſaken + Bay, 
His Formian Shore, once the Delight of Earth, 
Where Art and Nature, ever-ſmilins, join'd 
On the gay Land to laviſh all their Stores ? 
Lo! wrapt in Weeds the F Shore of Venus lies. 245 
No generous Vines now baſk along the Hills, 
Where ſport the Breezes of the 7yrr-bere Main: 
With Baths and Temples mixt, no Villas riſe ; 
Nor, Art-ſuſtain'd amid reluctant Waves, 
Draw the cool Breath of Bai-'s lovely Bay 250 
Where wanton'd all the Pride and Pomp of Rome. 
No {preading Ports their peaceful Arms extend : 
No mighty Moles the'big invading Storm, 
From the calm Station, roll reſounding back, 
An almoſt total Deſolation fits, 255 
A dreary Stillneſs, ſad'ning o'er the Coaſt ; 
+ Where, when ſoft Suns and tepid Winters roſe, 
Gay, feſtive Crouds inhal'd the Balm of Joy ; 

Where 

* Tuſculum is reckoned to hawe ſtood at à Place called 
Grotta Ferrara, a Convent of Monks. 

+ The Bay of Mola (antiently Formiz) inte which 
Homer brings ULYSSES, and his Companions. Near 
Formiæ Cicero had a Villa. 

$ The Coaſt of Baiz ; which was formerly adorned 
evith the Works mentioned in the following Linas; and 
avhere amidſt many magnificent Ruins, thoſe of a Temfpli 
qretted to Venus are ſtill to be ſeen, 

All along this Coaſt, the antient Romans had theit 
Winter Retreats ; and ſeutral pepulous Cities ſtood. 
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While the long Tyber, thro the deſart plain, 27 
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Where city'd hill to hill reflected blaze; 
And where with Ceres Bacchus wont to hold 
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A genial ſtrife. Ev'n nature finks decay d; 

Her form by waſting flames and earthquakes torn : 

Sad puniſhment, by heav'n's avenging ire 

Inflicted, ſince by me, their guardian pow'r, 

Theſe bliſsful ſeats were left. Whole cities fee 265 
Swallow'd at once, or low in rubbiſh laid, 

A neſt for ſerpents ; from the red abyſs 

New hills, exploſive thrown ; the Lucrine lake 
A reedy pool; and all to Cuma's point, 

The ſea recovering his uſurp'd domain, 

And pour'd triumphant o'er the bury'd dome. 
Ev'n in proud Rome herſelf how fad the change! 
Behold her rife amid the lifeleſs waſte, 
Expiring nature all corrupted round ; 


Winds his foul ſtream, and ſullen ſweeps along. 
Patch'd from my fragments, in unſolid pomp, 
Mark how the temple glares ; and gayly dreſt, 
Amuſive, draws the ſuperſtitious train. 

Mark how the palace lifts a lying front, 
Concealing often, in magnific jail, 

Proud want, a deep unanimated gloom ! 

And oft adjoining to the drear abode 

Of Miſery, whoſe melancholy Walls 

Seem its voracious Grandeur to Reproach. 
Within che city bounds, the deſart ſee. 

See the rank Vine o'er ſubterranean Roofs, 
Indecent ſpread ; beneath whoſe fretted gold 
It once, exulting, flow'd. The Peaple mark, 
A thin deſpairing Number, all- ſubdu d. 293 
The Slaves of Slaves, by ſuperſtition fool'd, “ 

By Vice unman'd and a licentious Rule, 
Void of all Senſe of publick Love, in guile 
Alane ingenious, and in Murder Brave. 
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Hence, BerTtain, learn; if ſuch the wretched fate 
Of an heroic Race, the Maſters once 296 
Of human-kind ; what, when depriv'd of us, 
How grievous muſt be thine ? In ſpite of Climes, 
Whoſe ſun-enliven'd æther wakes the Soul 
To higher Powers; in ſpite of happy Soils, 300 
That, but by labour's ſlighteſt Aid impell'd, 
With Treaſures teem to thy cold Clime unknown; 
If here deſponding fail the common Arts, 
And ſuſtenance of Life : could life itſelf, 
Far leſs a thoughtleſs Tyrant's hollow Pomp, 305 
Subſiſt with thee? Againſt depreſſing Skies, | 
Join'd to ſevere Oppreſſion's cloudy brow, | 
How could thy Spirits hold ? where vigour find, 
Forc'd fruits to tear from an unfriendly ſoil ? 
Or, ſtoring every Harveſt in thy Ports, 310 
To plow the dreadful all-producing wave ? 

Here interpoſing I, ſay, goddeſs, whence 
The direful Change, what Cauſes, Gradual, workt 
The piteous ruin of this mighty ſtate ? - 
From an unequal ballance in the pow'rs, 315 
And orders, that compoſed her Commonwealth, 
Was R:me deſtroy d, replied the Maid divine. 
Hence fierce contentions ſprung ; and, as encreas'd 
This hated inequality, more fierce 
They flam'd to tumult. IapePENDaxce fail d ; 320 
Here by luxurious wants, by real there ; 
And with this Virtue every Virtue ſunk, 
As, with the ſliding Rock, the Pile ſuſtain'd. 
A laſt attempt, too late, the Gr accx 1 made, 
To fix the flying Scale, and poiſe the State. 1 
On one fide ivell'd Ariſtocratic pride; 
Wich uſury relentleſs, whoſe fell gripe 
Bends by degrees :o baſeneſs the free Soul ; 
And luxury rapacious, cruel, mean, 
Mother of vice : While on the other crept 330 

A populace 
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A populace in want, with pleaſure fir'd ; 
Fit for proſcriptions, for the darkeſt deeds, 
As the proud feeder bade; inconſtant, blind, 
Deſerting friends at need, and dupe'd by foes ; 
Loud and ſeditious, when a chief inſpir'd 335 
Their headlong fury, but of him depriv'd, 
Dejected ſlaves that lick'd the ſcourging hand. 
Tuis firm republic, that againſt the blaſt 
Of oppoſition roſe ; that (like an Oak, 
Nur d on feracious 4/2:44m, whoſe boughs 340 
Still ſtronger ſhoot beneath the wounding axe) 
From loſs, from flaughter, from the ſteel itſelf, 
New force and Spirit drew ; ſmit with the calm, 
The dead ſerene of proſperous fortune, fell. 
Nought could her weighty legions now oppole; 345 
Carthage, her terror once, now ſmoakt in duſt, 
And every dreaded power receiv'd the yoke. 
Then, from voluptuous A/fa's conquer'd Realms, 
In the ſoft plunder came that worſt of plagues, | 
Infectious to the mind, a fever'd thirſt 350 
For the falſe joys which luxury beſtows ; 
Unworthy Joys ! that, waſteful, leave behind 
No mark of honour, in reflecting hoar, 
No ſecret ray to glad the conſcious ſoul ; 
At once involving in one ruin wealth, 355 
And wealth acquiring powers: waile mean ſelf-loye 
Deſtroys the nobler faculties of bliſs. 
Hence Roman virtue flacken'd into ſloth; 
Security relax d the ſoſtning ſtate; 
And the broad eye of government lay clos'd. 360 
No more the laws inviolable reign'd, 
The publick weal no more: but party rag'd ; 
And partial Power and Licence unreſtrain'd, 
Let Diſcord thro the deathful city looſe. 


Firſt, mild“ Tig EA Ius, on thy ſacred head 365 
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The Fury's vengeance fell : the firſt, whoſe blood 
Had fince the Conſuls ſtain'd contending Rome. 
Of precedent pernicious — With thee bled 
Three hundred Romans ; with thy Brother, next, 
Three thouſand more : Till into Battles turn'd 370 
Debates of Peace, and forc'd the trembling laws. 
Tuus Luxury, Diſſenſion, a mix'd rage 
Of boundleſs Pleaſure and of boundleſs Wealth, 
Want wiſhing Change and waſte-repairing War, 
Rapine for ever loſt to peaceful Toil, 375 
Unpuniſh'd Guilt, profuſe of blood Revenge, 
Corruption all-avow'd, and lawleſs Force, 
Each heightening each, together ſhook the State. 
Mean time Ambition, at the dazling head 
Of hardy Legions, all Obedience ſcorn'd 380 
All order overturn'd, and from its baſe 
The broad Republick tore. By virtue built 
It touch's the Skies, and ſpread o'er ſhelter'd Earth 
An ample Roof : by virtue while ſuſtain'd, 
And firmly ballanc'd, every tempeſt ſung 385 
Innoxious by, or more confirm'd its ſtrength. 
But when, with ſudden and enormous change, 
The Beſt of Mankind ſunk into the Worſt, 
As once in Virtue fo in Vice extreme, 
This univerſal Fabric yielded looſe, 390 
Before Ambition's Rage; aud thundering down, 
At laſt, beneath its ruins cruſh'd a World. 
By brutal Mazivs, and keen SYLLa, firſt 
Effus'd the deluge dire of civil blood, 
Unceaſing woes began: And each by turns, 395 
(Deep-drenching his Revenge) nor Virtue ſpar'd, 
Nor Sex, nor Age, nor Quality nor Name; 
Till Rom +=, into an human Shambles turn'd, 
Made Deſarts lovely. — Oh to well-earn'd chains 
Devoted race —If na true Rotax then, 400 
No SczvoLa there was, to raiſe for uE 
A vengeful 
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A vengeful Hand: was there no Father, robb'd 
Of blooming Youth to Prop his wither'd Age? 


No Son, whoſe Eyes beheld his hoary Sire 

In Duſt and Gore defil'd ? No Friend forlorn ? 
No wretch, that doubtful trembled for himſelf ? 
None Brave, or Wild, to pierce a monſter's heart, 
Who, guarding Pow'r by Crimes no more deſery'd 
The ſacred ſhelter of the Laws he ſpurn'd ? 

No. Sad o'er all profound dejection fat ; 410 
And nerveleſs fear. The Slave's aſylum theirs : 

Or Flight, ill-judging, that the Timid back 

Turns weak to Slaughter ; or partaken Guilt. 

In vain from Sy 11a's Vanity I drew 

An unexampled deed. The Power reſign'd, 415 
And all unhop'd the Commonwealth reſtor'd, 

Amaz d the Public, and effac'd his Crimes. 

Thro' Streets yet ſtreaming from his murderous Hand 
Unarm'd he Stray d, Unguarded, Unaſſail'd, 

And on the bed of Peace his Aſhes laid; 420 
A grace, which I to his demiſhon gave. 

But with him Dy'd not the deſpotic Soul. 

Ambicion ſaw that ſtooping Rowe could bear 
AMasTEn, nar had Virtue to be free. 

Hence, for ſucceeding Years, my troubled Reign 425 
No certain Peace, no ſpreading proſpect knew. 
Deſtruction gather'd round. Still the black Soul, 

Or ofa Car LIS E, or“ RuLiLus, ſwell'd 

With fell deſigns; and all the watchful Art 

Of Cicero demanded, all the Force, 430 
All the State-wielding Magic of his Tongue: 
And all the Thunder of my CaTo's zeal. 
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„ pyk. Stzvilus Ruf kus, Tribunc of the Pecple, 
prop ian A grarian Law, in appearance very advantage- 
ous for the People but diſiructive of their Liberty; ard 
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Speech ggainſt Ru LEUS 


208 EIB ERTT 


With theſe I linger'd ; till the Flame anew 
Burſt out in blaze immenſe, and wrapt the World. 
The ſhameful conteſt Sprung; to whom Mankind 435 
Should yield the Neck; to Pour ev, who conceal'd 
A Pride impatient of an equal Name; 
Or to the nobler C=sar, on whoſe brow 
O'er daring Vice deluding Virtue ſmil'd, 
And who no leſs a vain ſuperior ſcorn'd. 440 
Both Bled, but Bled in vain. New Traitors roſe. 
The venal WILL be bought, the Baſe have Lords. 
To theſe vile Wars I left ambitious Slaves; 
And from Philippi's Field, from where in duſt 
The laſt of Romans, matchleſs Brutus, lay, 445 
Spread to the North untam'd a rapid wing. 
He xs paus'd the Goppess. By the pauſe aſſur'd 
In trembling accents thus I mov'd my Prayer. 
« Oh firſt, and moſt benevolent of Powers ! 
« Sent from eternal Splendors, here on Earth, 450 
« Againſt deſpotick Pride, and Rage, and Luſt, 
« To ſhield Mankind; to raiſe them to aſſert 
« The native Rights and Honour of their Race: 
«« Teach me thy loweſt ſubject, but in zeal 454 
% Yielding to none, the PRocrEss of THY REIN, 
« And with a ſtrain from Tue enrich the Muſe. 
« As Tart alone ſhe ſerves, her Patron, Txov, 
« And great Inſpirer be ! then will ſhe joy, 
Tho narrow life her Lot, and private ſhade : 
« But when her venal Voice ſhe barters vile, 460 
« Or to thy open or thy ſecret foes ; 
« May ne'er thoſe ſacred raptures touch her more, 
« By laviſh hearts unfelt ! and may her Song 
« Sink in oblivion with the nameleſs crew, 
« Vermin of State, to thy o'erflowing light 465 


« That owe their being, yet betray thy cauſe.” 
THEN, condeſcending kind, the HzavenLyY Power 


Return d..“ What here, ſuggeſted by the Scene, 
« I Light 
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« I ſlightunfold, record, and Sing at Home, 469 
« There Turk, unlicens'd, walks; and dares accoſt 
« Even Kings themſelves, the Monarchs of the free ! 

“ Fix'd on my Rock, there, an indulgent Race 

« With gracious Power the legal Sceptre wield. 
And there, to finiſh what his Sires began, 

« APkrixce behold ! for Ms who burns ſincere, 475 
« Even with a ſubje&'s zeal, He my great work 

« Will Parent - like ſuſtain ; and added give, 

„The touch, the Graces and the Muſes owe. 

« For Britain's glory ſwells his panting breaft ; 

« 'The Friend, and Patron He of ancient Arts: 480 
« His pride to let the ſmiling heart abroad ; 

* Diſdaining Clouds of Pomp that hide the Man; 

« To Pleaſe, his joy ; his paſſion, to Beſtow ; 

« And all the Soul of TiTus dwells in him.“ 


Tuvs ſhe---my raptur d heart with joy o erflow d. 485 
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GAIN the Goppetss of the fearleſs Eye; 
Propitious to my pray'r, her Tale renew'd. 

FizsT, in the dawn of Time, with eaſtern Swains, 
In Woods, and "Tents, and Cottages, I liv'd ; 
While on from Plain to Plain they led their Flocks, 5 
In ſearch of clearer Spring, and freſher Field. 
Thele, as increaüng Families diſclos'd 
The tender ſtate, I taught an equal ſway. 
Few were offences, properties, and laws. 
Beneath the rural Portal, palm-o'erſpread, 19 
The father-ſenate met. There Juſtice dealt, 
V ith Reaſon then and Equity the ſame, 
Free as tue common Air, her prompt decree ; 
Nor yet had ſtain'd her Sword with ſubject's Blood. 

Ar firſt, on Brutes alone the ruſtic War 15 
Lanc'd the rude ſpear; ſwift, as he glar'd along, 
On the grim Lion, or the robber- Wolf. 
But ſoon, by appetites intemperate tr'd, 
Lewd lazy rapine broke primæval Peace, 
And, hid in Caves and idle Foreſts drear, 20 
From the lone Piigtim and the wand'ring Swain, | 
Seiz'd what he would not earn. Then brother's Blood 
Firit, horrid, ſmoab d on the polluted Skies. 
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Awful in Juftice then the burning Youth, 
Led by their temper d hires, on lawleſs men, 
The laſt worſt Monſters of ine ſhaggy Wood, 
'Turn'd the keen Arrow, and the ſharpen'd Spear, 
Then War grew glocious. Heroes then aroſe; 
Who, ſcorning ſelfiſh good, for others liv'd, 
Toil'd for their eaſe, and for their ſafety bled. 
With theſe from eaſtern realms to Gau e I came: 
Earth ſmil'd beneath my beam : the Muſe before 
Soncrous flew, that low till then in Woods 
Had tun'd the reed, and figh'd the ſhepherd's pain ; 
But now, to fing heroic deeds, ſhe ſwell'd 
A nobler note, and rais'd her Epic ſtrain. 

For GREECE my ſons of EGT l forſook ; 
A boaſtful race, that in the vain abyſs 
Of fabling ages lov'd to loſe their ſource, 
And with their river trac'd it from the Skies. 
While there my Laws alone deſpotic reign'd, 
And King, as well as People, proud obey'd, 
I taught them Science, Virtue, Wiſdom, Arts ; 
By Poets, Sages, legiſlators ſought ; 
The School of poliſh'd life, and human kind. 
But when myſterious Superſtition came, 
And, with her * Civil Siſter league'd, involv'd 
In ſtudy'd darkneſs the deſponding mind; 
ThcnEcyer in deſerv'd oppreſſion ſunk ; 
For yielded Reaſon ſpeaks the foul a Slave. 
| Inſtead of uſeful works, like nature's great, 
Enormous, cruel wonders cruſh'd the Land ; 
And round a tyrant's F Tomb, who none deſerv'd, 
For one vile Carcaſs periſh'd countleſs lives. 


'Taen the great 4 Dragon, couch'd amid the ſtream, 
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Swell'd his fierce Heart, and cry'd - This Flood is mine, 
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« 'Tis I that bid it flow.“ Rut, undeceiv'd, 
His phrenzy ſoon the proud 3laſ;.ncmner felt; 
Felt that without my fertilizing Power 

Suns loſt their Force, and Mile o'erflow'd in vain. &o 
From thence, irrevocably loſt, I fled, 

And ſought Pao; firit for Letters fam'd, 
That paint the Voice, and filent ſpeak to fight. 
To her induſtrious Children, Wiſe and Bold, 

I firſt diſclos'd mechanic Arts, and led 

Their daring Fleets to tempt the dang'rous Main, 
The Winds to conquer, and ſubdue the Waves. 
Yet not by theſe, nor by the neighb'ring Land 
Whoſe palmy Vales the filver Jordan laves, 

Or Cedron's torrent, was I long detain'd. 70 
In Scythia next I dwelt, among the ſons 

Of ſimple nature: then the Per/zan ſtate 

I founded ſtrong, and nouriſhed with the lore 

Of frugal Wiſdom, by whoſe matchleſs Force 

The godlike Cyrus Aas empire won. 75 
But ſoon proud conqueſt, and immoderate pow'r 

My laws revers'd, my juſt reſtraints diſdain'd, 

And thence expell'd to GE I bent my flight. 

HatL happy Land of Arts! unrival'd Gzzece ! 
My faireſt reign ! where every power benign 80 
Conſpir'd to raiſe the flower of human kind, 

And laviſh'd all that genius can inſpire: 

Clear ſunny Climates, by the breezy Main, 

Þonian or Ægæan, temper'd kind: 

Light, happy ſoils: A country Rich, and Gay; 83 

Broke into Hills with balmv odours crown'd, 

Ard, bright with purple Harveſt, joyous Vales. 

Mountains, and Streams, where Verſe ſpontaneous 
- flow'd; 

Whence deem'd by wondering Men the ſeat of Gods, 

And ſtill the Mountains and the Streams of Songs: 90 

All that boon Nature could luxuriant pour 
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Of high materials, and Mr reſtleſs Ax rs 
Frame into finiſh'd life. How many ſtates, 

And cluſtering Towns, and monuments of Fame, 
And ſcenes of glorious deeds, in little bounds ; 
From the rough tract of bending Mountains, beat 
By Adria's here, there by gæan Waves; 

To where the deep - adorning Czclade Nies 

In ſhining proſpect riſe, and on the ſhore 

Of fartheſt Crete reſounds the Lybian Main! 

O' ER All two rival Cities rear'd their Heads, 
And ballanc'd All. Spread on Eurotas bank, 
Amid a Circle of ſoft-rifing Hills, 

The patient SyarTA One: the ſober, hard, 
And man-ſubduing City ; which no ſhape 

Of Pain could conquer, or of Pleaſure charm : 
Lycurecvus there built on the ſolid baſe 

Of equal life ſo well a temper d State; 

Where mix'd each Government in ſuch jult poiſe, 
Each power ſo checking, and ſupporting each ; 
That firm for Ages, and unmov'd, it ſtood, 

The fort of Gag ESE, without one giddy hour, 
One ſhock of faction, or of party- rage. 

For Avarice, Riot, and Corruption there 

Lay wither'd at the Root. Thrice happy Land 
Had not neglected Art, with weedy Vice 
Confouuded, funk. But if Athenian arts 

Lov'd not the ſoil ; yet there the firm abode 

Of Wiſdom, Virtue, fortitude of mind, 

Of manly ſenſe and wit, in frugal phraſe 
Confin'd, and preſs'd into Lacanic force. 

There too, by rcot.17 thence each ſelfiſh thought, 
The Public and the Private grew the ſame. 

The children of the nurſing Public All, 

And at its Table fed, for That they toil'd, 

For That alone they liv'd, and even for That 
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The tender Mother urg'd her Son to die. 
Or ſofter Genius, but not leſs intent 
To ſeize the Palm of Empire, Athens roſe, 
Where, with bright Marbles big and future Pomp, 130 
* Hymettus ſpread, amid the ſcented Sky, 
His thymy Treaſures to the labouring Bee, 
And to botanic hand the Stores of Health. 
Between + 1/i/us and Cephi/us glow'd 
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This Hive of Science, ſhedding Sweets divine. 13g 


There, pailionate for Mex, an eaſy-mov'd, 

A quick, refin'd, a delicate, humane, 

Enlighten'd People reign d. Oft on the Brink 

Of Ruin, hurried by the Charm of Speech, 

Enforcing haſty Counſel immature, 140 

Totter'd the raſh Democracy; unpois'd, 

And by the Rage devour'd, that ever tears 

A Populace unequal ; part too rich, 

And part or fierze with Want or abje& grown. 

Soto, at laſt, their mild Reftorer, came: 145 

Allay'd the Tempeſt ; to the Calm of Laws 

Reduc'd the ſettling Whole; and, with the Weight 

Which the r two Senates to the Public lent, 

As with an Anchor fix'd the driving State. | 
No s was my forming Care to Theſe confin' d. 130 

For Emulation thro the Whole I pour'd, 

Noble Contention ! who ſhould moſt excel 

In Government well-pois'd, adjuſted beſt 

To Public Weal ; in Countries cultur'd high ; 

In ornamented Towns, where Order reigu'd, I55 
Val. I. K Free 
* 4 Mcuntain near Athens. 
+ Tao Rivers, betwixt which Athens was ſituated, 
t The Areopagus, or Supreme Court of Fuaicature, 

which $0LON reformed, and improwed ; and the Council 

of Four Hundred, by him inſtituted. In this Council all 

Aﬀairs of State were deliberated, before they came to be 

voted in the Aſſembly of the People. 
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Free ſocial Life, and poliſh'd Manners fair; 
In Exerciſe, and Arms, Arms only drawn 
For common Good, to quell the Perſian Pride: 


In moral Science, and in graceful Arts. 159 


Hex ca flouriſh'd Greece ; and hence a Race of 
By wond'ring latter Times as Gods ador d; [Men, 
In whom each Virtue wore a ſmiling Air, 

Each Science ſhed o'er Life a friendly Light, 

Each Art was Nature. Srakrax Valour hence, 

At the * am d Paſs, firm as an Iſthmus ſtood ; 165 
And the whole eaſtern Ocean, waving far 

As Eye could dart its Viſion, nobly check ' d. 

Hence in extended Battle, on the Plains 

Of Marathon, or fam'd Platea's Field, 

Millions of Slaves my keen Athenians drove 179 
In ſhameful Flight before their ardent Band; 

Or plung'd them in the Sa/aminian Wave. 

Hence thro the Continent ten thouſand Gazexs 
Urg'd a Retreat, whoſe Glory not the Prime 
Of Victories can reach. Deſarts, in vain, 17; 
Oppos'd their Courſe ; and hoſtile Lands, unknown; 
And Rivers deep and rapid, bank'd with Death ; 
And Mountains, in whoſe Jaws Deſtruction grin'd ; 

Hunger, and Toi) ; Armenian Snows, and Storms; 
And circling Myriads ſtill of barbarous Foes. 19; 
GareeEcs in their View, and Glory's radiant Form, 
Their ſteady Column pierc'd the ſcattering Hoſts 
Which a whole Empire pour'd ; and held its Way 
Triumphant, by the F SaGe-exalTED CulEE 
Fir'd and ſuſtain d. Oh Light and force of Mind 18; 
Next to Almighty in ſevere Extremes ! 

Myr Sp18&1T pours a Vigour thro the Soul, 
Th' uafetter'd Thought with energy inſpires, 
Invincible in Arts, in the bright Field 


* The Straits of Thermopylz. 
+ XsxN0PHON, 
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Of laurel'd Science, as in that of Arms. 190 
ATHENIaNs thus not leſs indignant ſcorn'd 

The Bonds of Ignorance, than Perſa's Chains; 

While thro the City full of witty War 

Inceſſant ſtruggled Taſte refining Taſte, 

And friendly free Diſcuſſion, calling forth 195 
From the fair Jewel TxuTH its latent Ray. 

O'er All ſhone out the great“ ATyrx!an Sace, 

And Father of Philoſophy : the Sun, 

From whoſe white Blaze emerg'd each various Sect 
Took various Teints, but with diminiſh'd Beam. 200 
Tutor of Arens he, in every Street, 

Dealt priceleſs Treaſure : Goodneſs his Delight, 


| Wiſdom his Wealth, and Virtue his Reward. 


With ſmiling Eaſe he to th' attentive Youth 

Taught moral happy Life, whate'er can bleſs, 

Or grace Mankind ; and what he taught he was. 

Compounded high, tho plain, his Doctrine broke 

In different ScuooLs: The bold poetic Phraſe 

Of copious PLato ; XexnoPHon's pure Strain, 

Like the clear Brook that ſteals along the Vale; 210 

Diſſecting Truth, the STacyRITE's keen Eye; 

Th' exalted Srote Pride; the Cynic Sneer ; 

The ſlow-conſenting Acaptmic Doubt; 

And, joining Bliſs to Virtue, the glad Eaſe 

Of Ericukus, ſeldom underſtood. 215 

They, ever · candid, Reaſon ſtill oppos'd 

To Reaſon ; and, fince Virtue was their Aim, 

Each by ſure Practice try'd to prove his Way 

The beſt. Then ſtood untouch'd the ſolid Baſe 

Of Liberty, the Freedom of the Mind. 220 
O Gsell thou ſapient Nurſe of FIN ER Aa rs, 

Which to bright Science blooming Fancy bore, 

Be this thy Praiſe, that Thou, with Taſte ſupreme, 

In Theſe haſt led the Way, in Theſe excell'd, 
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Crown'd with the Laurel of approving Time. 225 
I x thy full Language, ſpeaking mighty Things, 

Like a clear Torrent cloſe, or elſe diffus'd 

A broad majeſtick Stream, and rowling on 

'Thro all the winding Harmony of Sound, 

The matchleſs Power of ELoquence, at large, 

Breath'd the perſuaſive or pathetic Strain; 

Still'd with mild Art the Democratic Storm, 

Or bade it threatning riſe, and Tyrants ſhook, 

Ev'n at the Head of their victorious Troops. 

There the bold Mus (her fury never quench'd 

By mean enervate Phraſe, or jarring Sound) 

Her unconfin'd Divinity diſplay'd ; 

And, fill harmonious, form'd it to her Will: 

Or ſoft depreſs d it to the Shepherd's Moan, 

Or rais'd it ſwelling to the Tongue of Gods. 
Heroic Song was thine ; the“ FounTarn-Barp, 

Whence each poetic Stream derives its Courſe. 

Thiae the dread Moral Scene, thy chief Delight ! 

Where idle Fancy durſt not mix her Voice, 

When Reaſon ſpoke auguſt ; the fervent Heart 

Or griev'd, or ſtorm'd ; and in th' impaſſion'd Man, 

Concealing Art with Art, the Poet ſunk. 

This School of Manners, which, when govern'd well, 

Is Virtue's beſt Inſtructor, but, when left 

To looſe Negle&, a Land-corrupting Plague, 

Was not unworthy deem'd of public Care, 

And boundleſs Coſt, by Thee; whoſe Wiſdom ſaw 

How much the Stage may ſerve, or hurt the Sat. 
T::1NE was the meaning Music of the Heart, 
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The ſweet Enforcer of the Poet's Strain: 255 
Not the vain trill, that, void of Paſſion, runs 
In giddy Mazes, tickling idle Ears; | 
But that deep ſearching Voice, and artful IIand, 
To which reſpondent ſhakes the varied Soul. 
| Tur 
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Tux fair Ideas, thy delightful Forms, 260 
By Love imagin'd, by the Graces touch'd, 
The Boaſt of well-pleas'd Nature, ScurPTURE ſeiz'd, 
And bade them ever ſmile in Parian Stone. 
Selecting Beauty's Choice. and that again 
Exalting, blending in a perfect Whole, =... 
Thy Workmen left even Nature's ſelf behind. 
From thoſe far different, whoſe prolific Hand 
Peoples a Nation ; they for Years on Years, 
By the cool Touches of judicious Toil, 
Their rapid Genius curbing, pour'd it all 220 
Thro the live Features of one breathing Stone. 
There, beaming full, it ſhone, expreſſing Gods: 
Twve's awful Brow, Apollo's Air divine, 
The fierce atrocious Frown of finew'd Mare, 
Or the ſoft Graces of the Cyprian Queen: 275 
Minutely perfect all! Each Dimple ſunk, 
And every Muſcle ſwell'd, as Nature taught. 
In treſſes, braided gay, the Marble wav'd ; | 
Flow'd in looſe Robes, or thin tranſparent Veils ; 
Sprung into Motion ; ſoften'd into Fleſh, 280 
Wa: fir d to Paſſion, or refin d to Soul. 

Non leſs thy Pencit, with creative Touch, 
Shed mimic Life, when all thy brighteſt Dames, 
Aſſembled, Zeuxis in his Hetex mix d: 
Or when AyELLes, who peculiar knew 283 


Io give a Grace that more than mortal ſmil'd, 


The Soul of Beauty! call'd the Queen of Love, 
Freſh from the Billows, bluſhing orient Charms. 
Figs elder Sculpture taught her “ Sifter Art 
Correct Deſign ; where great Ideas ſhone, 290 
And animating all Expreſſion ſpoke : 
Taught her the graceful Attitude ; the Turn, 
And beauteous Airs of Head; the decent act, 
Or bold, or eaſy ; and, caſt free behind, 


K 3 »The 


® Painting, 


222 . Part II. 


The ſwelling Mantle's well- adjuſted flow. 295 
Then the bright Mu/e, their eldeſt Siſter, came; 

And bade her follow where ſhe led the way: 

Bade Earth, and Sea, and Air, in Colours riſe; 

And copious Action on the Canvas glow: 


Gave her gay Fable; ſpread Invention's Store; 300 


Inlarg'd her View; taught Compoſition high, 

And juſt Arrangement, circling round one Point, 
That ſtarts to Sight, binds and commands the Whole: 
O'er all thy Temples, Porticos, and Schools, 


Heroic Deeds ſhe trac'd, and warm diſplay'd 305 


Each moral Beauty to the ravith'd Eye. 

Tue living Leſſon ſtole into the Heart, 

With more prevailing Force than dwells in Words, 
Theſe rouze to Glory ; while, to rural Lite, 


And Contemplation ſweet of Nature's Works, 310 | 


The ſofter Canvas oft becalm'd the Soul. 

There gayly broke the ſun illumin'd Cloud ; 

The leſs'ning Proſpect, and the Mountain blue, 
Vaniſh'd in Air; the Precipice frown'd, dire; 

White, down the Rock, the ruſhing Torrent daſh'd ; 313 
The Sun ſhone, trembling, o'er the diſtant Main; 
The Tempeſt foam'd, immenſe ; the driving Storm 
Sadden'd the Skies, and, from the doubling Gloom 
On the ſcath'd Oak the ragged Lightning fell ; 


In clofing Shades, and where the Current ſtrays, 320. 


With Peace, and Love, and Innocence around, 
Pip'd the lone Shepherd to his fecding Flock : 
Round happy Parents ſmil'd their younger ſelves ; 
And Friends convers'd, by Dcath divided long. 


Tuus Virtue, public, or reured, the Arts, 325 


Unblemiſh'd Handmaids, ſerv'd, the Graces they 

To dreſs this faireſt Fexus. Ihus rever'd, 

And plac'd beyond the Reach of ſordid Care, 

Alone for Glory thy great Maſters ſtrove ; 
Diſdaining abject Thoughts of Gain, that bow 3Y 
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The Genius down diſhonour'd, and debas ' d. 
Is ARCHITECTURE too the Palm is thine. 
Such thy ſure Rules, that Goths of every Age, 
Who ſcorn'd their Aid, have only loaded Earth 
With labour'd heavy Monuments of Shame. 335 
Firſt, nobly Plain, the manly Doric roſe ; 
Th' nic then, with decent Matron Grace, 
Her beauteous Pillar rear d: luxuriant laſt, 
The rich Corinthian ſpread her wanton Wreath. 
The whole ſo meaſur d true, ſo leſſen'd off 342 
By fine Proportion, that the Marble Pile, 
Form'd to repel the ſtill or ſtormy Waſte 
Of rolling Ages, light as Fabrics look'd 
That from the magic Wand aerial riſe. 
Tus were the Wonders that illumin'd Gag e, 343 
From End to End Here interrupting warm, 
Where are they now ? (I cry'd) ſay, Goppe <s, where? 
And what the Land thy Darling thus of old ? 
Sunk ! ſhe reſum'd, deep in the kindred Gloom 
Of Superſtition, and of Slavery, ſunk ; 350 
No Glory now can touch their Hearts, benumb'd 
By looſe dejected Sloth and ſervile Fear; 
No Science pierce the Darkneſs of their Minds ; 
Even to ſupply the needful Arts of Life, 
Mechanic Toil denies the hopeleſs Hand; 355 
Scarce any Trace remaining, veſtige grey, 
Or nodding Column on the Deſart Shore, 
To point where once her nobleft Cities ſtood. 
A faithleſs Land of Violence, and Death ! 
Where Commerce parleys, dubious, on the Shore; 360 
And his warm Impulſe curious Search reſtrains, 
Afraid to truſt th' inhoſpitable Clime. 
Neglected Nature fails; in ſordid Want 
Sunk, and debas'd their Beauty Beams no more, 
The Sun himſelf ſeems, angry, to regard, 365 
Of Light unworthy, the degenate Race; 
| K 4 And 
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And fires them oft with peſtilential Rays: 

While Earth, blue Poiſon ſteaming on the Skies, 

Indignant, ſhakes them from her troubled Sides. 

But as from Man to Man, by Fate's Decree, 370 

Impartial Death the 'Tide of Riches rolls, 

So States muſt die and LI BEAT go round, 
Fiz&ce was the Stand, e'er Virtue, Valour, Arts, 

And the Soul fir'd by Me (that often, ſtung 

With Thoughts of better Times and old Renown, $75 

From Hydra-Tyrants try'd to clear the Land) 

Lay quite extinct in theſe my darling Sons. 


Then firſt the Change began, when Greece with | 


Embroil'd in foul Contention, fought no more [GABA 
For common Glory, and for common Good , 380 
But falſe to Freedom, tought to quell the Free ; 

Broke the firm Band, of Peace, and ſacred Love, 
That lent the whole unconquerable Force. 

Then to the Perſian Power, whoſe Pride they ſcorn'd, 


When XexxEs pour'd his Millions o'er the Land, 38; | 


Sparta, by turns, and Athens, vilely ſue d; 

Sue'd to be venal Parricides, to ſpill 

Their Country's braveſt Blood, and on themſelves 
To turn their matchleſs mercenary Arms. 

Peaceful in Suſa, then, ſat the Great King ; 390 
And by inſidious Treaties, the ſtill Waſte 

Of ſly Corruption, and barbaric Gold, 

Effected what his Steel could ne'er perform. 

Profuſe he gave them the luxurious Draught, 


Inflaming all the Land ; unballanc'd held 395 


Their tottering States; their wild Aſſemblies rul'd, 

As the Winds turn at every Blaſt the Seas; 

And by their liſted Orators, whoſe Breath 

Still with a factious Storm infeſted Ga ECE, 

Rous'd them to Civil War, or daſh'd them down - 
0 


ds the Kings of Perſia were called by the Greeks. 
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To ſordid Peace—* Peace, that, when Sparta ſhook 
Aſoniſh'd AXT AX ERES on his Throne, 

Gave up, fair - ſpread o'er 4/a's ſunny Shore, 

Their kindred Cities to perpetual Chains. 

What could ſo- baſe, ſo infamous a Thought 405 
In Spartan Hearts inſpire ? Jealous, they ſaw 
Reſpiring Athens rear again her Walls; 
And the pale Fury fir'd them, once again 
To cruſh this rival City to the Duſt. 

For now no more the noble ſocial Bond 410 
Of PusBLic Love my Families combin'd; 

But by ſhort Views, and ſelfiſh Paſſions, broke, 

Dire as when Friends are rankled into Foes, 

The fierce Republics waged eternal War : 

Nor felt they, furious, their exhauſted Force. 415 
t Long Years roll'd on, by many a Battle ſtain'd, 
The Bluſh and Boaſt of Fame] where Courage, Art, 
And military Glory ſhone ſupreme : 

At laſt, when bleeding from a thouſand Wounds, 

They felt their Spirits fail, and in the Duſt 420 
Their lateſt Heroes, Ntcias, Conon, lay, 
ActsiLAus, and the F THeBan FaiExos, 

The Macedonian || Vultur mark'd his Time, 

And, fierce-deſcending, ſeiz d his hapleſs Prey. 


Tuus tame ſubmitted to the Victor's Yoke 425 
Greectz, once the gay, the turbulent, the bold; 
K 5 With 


® The Peace made by ANTALC1DAs, the Lacedemo- 
nian Admiral, with the Perſians ; by which the Lacede- 
monians abandon'd all the Greeks cſtabliſb d in the leger 
Aſia to the Dominion of the King of Perſia. 

+ Athens had becn diſmantled by the Lacedemonians, 
at the End of the firſt Peloponneſian War, and was at 
this Time reflored by Cox ox to its former Splendor. 

t The Peloponneſian Var. 

$ Pe: 0pi1DAs, and EPAMINONDAS, 
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With Arts of War, of Government, elate; 

To T;rants dreadful, dreadful to the 5%; 

Whom I MrysExLe could hardly Rule: And thus 

The Perſian Fetters, that enthrall'd the Mind, 430 
Were turn'd to formal and apparent chains, 

Unleſs CoxxuPT1on firſt deject the Pride, 

And guardian vigour of the free-born Soul, 

All crude attempts of Y;c/ence are vain ; 

For firm within, and while at Heart untouch'd, 433 


Ne'er yet by Forge was Freedom overcome. 
But ſoon as IN DEPEN DANCE ſtoops the head, | 

To Vice enſlav'd, and Vice- created Wants ; B 
Then to ſome foul corrupting Hand, whoſe waſte 

Their craving Luſts with fatal bounty feeds, 440 


They fall a willing, undefended prize : 
From Man to Man th' infectious foftneſs runs, | 
Till che whole State unnerv'd in SLA VERA ſinks, 1 
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ER GERN enthrall'd I dropt a pitying 
tear, 
When thus the Goppszss---Ere with angry 
wing, 

Indignant I forſook theſe much lov'd coaſts, 
Great Mother of Republics, Gzeecs had pour'd, 
Swarm after Swarm, her ardent Youth around. 8 
On Aſia, Afric, Sicily, they ſtoop'd, 
But chief on fair Hesyer1 A's winding ſhore; 
Where, from * Lacinium to Etrurian vales, 
They roll'd increaſing colonies along, | 
And lent materials for my Roman REICGN. 0 
With them my Spirit ſpread; and numerous States, 
And Cities roſe, on Grecian Models form'd. 
But far ſuperior to them all, in ſtrength 
Of Mind, and elevated Genius, tower'd 
Imperial Rowe. Here long I fix d my Seat; 15 
Here, taught by PALLAS, from the weaker plan 
Of Grexce I varied, whoſe unmixing States, 
In mutual emulation ſeparate vied, 
Nor could unite---But here, with deeper Reach 


OF 
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Of Policy, beneath the Roman Name 20 
All LatTiuva I combin'd : for to diffuſe | 
O'er Men an Empire was my Purpoſe now ; 

To let my Martial Majeſty abroad: 

Into the Vortex of one State to draw 

The whole mix'd Force, and Liberty on Earth ; 25 
To conquer Tyrants, and ſet Nations free. 

How this great Empire roſe, and how it fell, f 
By Luxury corrupted, thou haſt heard. 
From hence o'er rocky Thrace, and the deep vales 
Of gelid Hemus, I purſu'd my flight; 30 
And, piercing fartheſt Scythia, Weſtward ſwept 
* Sarmatia, travers'd by a thouſand Streams, 

A ſullen Land of Lakes, and Fens immenſe, 

Of Rocks, reſounding Torrents, gloomy Heaths, 

And cruel Deſarts black with ſounding Pine; 35 
Where Nature frowns: tho ſometimes into ſmiles | 
She ſoftens ; and immediate, at the touch | 
Of ſouthern Gales, throws from the fertile Glebe ; 
Luxuriant Paſture, and a waſte of Flowers. | 

There a bold Race of Men prolific Swarms, 40 | 
Hard like their Soil, and like their climate Fierce ; 1 
The Nurſery, of Nations — Theſe I rous'd : I 
Like an impetuous deluge, o'er the banks b 
Of yielding Empire they reſiſtleſs broke, | Y 
Aveng'd my Wrongs, and ſcourg'd a ſlaviſh world. 47 T 

Lose in the barbarous Heart the bury'd ſeeds 1 
Of Freedom lay, for many a wintry Age; 

And tho my Spirit work'd by flow Degrees, A 
Nought but its Pride and Fierceneſs yet appear'd. T 
I quitted Earth the while. As when the Tribes $5 R 
Aerial, warn'd of riſing Winter, ride 
Autumnal Winds to warmer Climates borne ; 
So, Arts, and each good Genius in my Train, 
I cut the cloſing Gloom, and ſoar'd to Heaven. 

Ther 

* The antient Sarmatia contained a vaſt Traf of Cour 
try running all along the North of Europe and Aſia. 
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There only there, with perfect Orr join'd, 55 

My beauteous Sifter, undiſturb'd and pure, 

Beneath the Sceptre of all-ruling Jove, 

The Servant of his righteous Will, J reign. 

In the bright Regions there of cloudleſs Day, 

Far other Scenes, and Palaces, ariſe, 60 

Adorn'd profuſe with other Arts Divine. 

All beauty here below, to them compar'd, 

Would, like a Roſe before the Mid-day Sun, 

Shrink up its Bloſſom ; like a Bubble break 

The poor Magnificence of proudeſt Kings. 65 

For there the KING or NAru r, in full blaze 

Calls every Splendor forth; and there his Court 

Amid Ztherial Powers, and Virtues, holds, 

Angels, Archangels, tutelary Gods, 

Of Cities, Nations, Empires, and of Worlds, 70 

But ſacred be the Veil, that kindly clouds 

A Light too keen for Mortals ; wraps a View 

Too ſoftening fair, for thoſe that here in Duſt 

Maſt chearful toil out their appointed Years. 

A Senſe of higher Life would only damp 73 

The School-boy's Taſk, and ſpoil his play ful Hours: 

Nor could the Child of Reaſon, feeble Man, 

With Vigour thro this infant Being drudge ; 

Did brighter Worlds, their unimagin'd Bliſs 

Diſcloſing, dazzle and diſſolve his Mind. 80 
Wurre thus from Earth my Preſence I withdrew, 

All lay revers'd : the ſacred Arts of Rule 

Turn'd to flagitious Leagues againſt Mankind; 

Religion mild to perſecuting Rage, 

To Holy Dotage Virtue, even to Guile, 8 

To Murder, and a Mockery of Oaths ; 

Brave antient Freedom to the Rage of Slaves, 

Proud of their State, and fighting for their Chains ; 

Diſhonour'd 

* Veſalage, whence the attachment of Clans to their 


if. 
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Diſhonour'd Courage F to the Braws's Trade, 
To civil Broil ; and Glory to Romance, 90 
Thus human Life unhing'd to Ruin reel'd, 
And giddy Reaſon totter'd on her Throne. 
Au poor [TALra ! What a bitter Cup 
Of Vengeance baſt thou drain'd ! Goths, Vandalli, Hans, 
Lombardi, Barbarians broke from every Land, 95 
How many a Ruffian Form haſt thou beheld, 
What horrid Jargons heard, where Rage alone 
Was all thy frighted Ear could comprehend ! 
Yet firſt, returning to Mankind, I deign'd 


Thee to reviſit, on thy utmoſt Verge, 108 | 


Where +, puſh'd from plunder'd Earth, a Remnant flill, 
Inſpir'd by Me, thro the dark Ages kept 

Of my old Roman Flame ſome Sparks alive: 

There in the Boſom fix d of wond'ring Seas, 


Rais'd by my Hand majeſtic Venice roſe : 105 


Aftoniſh'd Mortals ſail'd, with pleaſing Awe, 
Around the Sea-girt Walls, by Neprane fenc'd, 
And down the briny Street; where on each Hand, 
Amazing ſeen amid unſtable Waves, 


The ſplendid Palace ſhines ; and riſing Tides, 110 


The green Steps marking. murmur at the Door. 

To this fair Queen of Adria's ſtormy Gulph, 

The Mart of Nations, long, obedient Seas 

Roll'd all the Treaſure of the radiant Eaſt. 

Yet here too much confin'd, and bent beneath 113 
Ariſtocratic Power: my Spirit droopt. 

The ruling Senate, jealous and ſevere, 

With the dread Council of the Tyrant Ta x, 

Caſt o'er the whole indiffoluble chains: 

The ſofter Shackles of luxurious Eaſe 120 


They 

* Duclling. 
+ Theje who Fled to ſome Marſhes in the Adriatic 
Guiph, fr am the Def. tation ſpread ever Italy . (y a2 ir rup- 


tion of the Hans, fir/e founded there the City of Venice, 


about the beginuirg of the fifth Ceutury. 
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They likewiſe added, to ſecure their ſway. 
But wiſe their government, and juſt, compar'd 
With the wild frenſies of deſpotic Kings. 

From Venice, next, o'er Arno's fertile Plain 
I took my Courſe, and bade his Vine-clad Hills 125 
Beneath the Influence of my Beams rejoice. 
There, pleas'd again to bleſs my old Abodes, 
I *® ſmall Republics rais d. Thrice happy they! 
Had ſocial Freedom bound their Peace, and Arts, 
Inſtead of ruling Power ne'er meant for them, 30 
Employ' d their little Cares- Now One alone, 
Proud Florence, has enthrall'd her Siſter States, 
Sienna, Piſa, nor herſelf eſcap'd 
The galling Yoke ; to her own Subjects firſt, 
And laſt to foreign barbarous Pow'r enflav'd, 135 
Supreme of ills ! yet Lucca ſtill ſurvives, 
And poor Marino, to whoſe narrow Bounds 
Is now reduc'd my fam'd Heſperian Reign. 
But happier They, and in the judging Eye 
Of Reaſon more i//u/trious far, than all 140 
The ſervile Pride of Naples, or of Rome. 

Tus barren Rocks themſelves beneath my Feet 
Relenting bloom'd on the Ligurian Shore. 
* Thick-twarming People there, like Emmets, ſeiz d 
Amid ſurrounding Cliffs, the ſcatter'd Spots, 145 


Which Nature left in her + deſtroying Rage, 


Made 


* The Republics of Florence, Piſa, Lucca, and Sienna. 
They formerly have had very cruel Wars together, but are 
zow all peaceably Subject to the Great Duke of Tuſcany, 
except it be Lucca, which flill maintains the form of a 
Republic. | 

The Genoeſe Territory is reckoned very Populous, but 
the Towns and Villages fer the mojt Part lie hid among 
the Appennine Rocks and Mountains. 


+ According to Dr. Burnet's Syitem of the Deluge, 
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Made their own Fields, nor ſigh'd for richer Lands. 
There, in white Proſpect, from the rocky Hill 
Gradual deſcending to the ſhelter'd Shore, 
By me proud Genoa's marble Turrets roſe: 159 
And while my genuine Spirit fir'd her Sons, 

Beneath her Dorias, not unworthy, ſhe 

Vy'd for the Trident of the midland Seas 

With Venice, or with Piſa's rival Fleets. 

But fainter now, and half. extinct, my Beams 155 
Scarce warm their Hearts; nor deign I to regard 

A Race, that where their feeble Pow'r extends, 

Cruſh their own Subjects with an iron Yoke . 

Tux the rough As, clad with eternal Snow, 
Confeſs'd my Power. Strong as the bulwark Hills 160 
By Nature thrown inſuperable round, 

I planted there a + League of friendly States, 
And bade pain Freedom their Ambition be. 
There in the Vale, where rural Plenty fills, 


From Lakes, and Meads, and furrow'd Fields, her Horn, 


4 Chief, where the Leman pure emits the Rhone, 166 
Rare to be ſeen! unguilty Cities riſe, 
Cities of Brothers form'd: while equal Life, 
Accorded gracious with revolving Power, 
Maintains them free; and, in their happy Streets, 170 
Nor cruel Deed, nor Miſery is known. 
For Valour, Faith, and Innocence of Life, 
Renown'd, a rough laborious People, there, 
Not only ſcorn to bend the ſupple Neck, G 
at, 
t Alluding to the Ofpreſſion of the Corſicans by the 
Genoeſe. 
+ The Swiſs Cantons. 
t Geneva, /ituated on the Lacus Lemanus, a /mall State, 
Gut noble Example of the Bleſſings of Civil and Religious 
Liberty. It is remarkable, that ſince the founding of this Re- 
publick, not one Citizen has been ſo much as ſuſpected to have 
been guilty of Corruption or public Rapine, A Virtue this ! 
meriting the attention of every Briton, | 
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But to firm order train'd and patient War, 175 
They likewiſe know, beyond the nerve remiſs 
| Of Mercenary Force, how to defend 
s I) be taſteful little their hard Toil has earn'd, 
And the proud Arm of Bourbon to defy. 
Lo ! chear'd by Me, their ſhaggy Mountains charm, 
More than or Gallic or [talian plains ; 181 
And ſickening Fancy oft, when abſent long, 
's  * Pines to behold their Apine Views again; 
The hollow-winding Stream; the Vale, fair-ſpread 
Amid an Amphitheatre of Hills ; 185 
From Steep to Steep aſcending, the dark Train 
Of Fogs, thick- roll'd into romantic Shapes; 
50 The flitting Cloud, againſt the Summit daſh'd ; 
And, by the Sun illumin'd, pouring bright 
A gemmy Shower; hung o'er projecting Rocks 190 
The Mountain-Aſh, and ſolemn- ſounding Pine; 
The Snow-fed Torrent in white Mazes toſt 
rm, | Down to the clear extended Lake below; 
66 And high o'er-topping all the broken Scene 
Long Tracts of Mountains, whoſe majeſtic Heads 195 
Draw from the Wintry Skizs eternal Snows. | 
From theſe deſcending, as I wav'd my Courſe 
70 O'er vaſt Germania, the ferocious Nurſe 
Of hardy Men and Hearts deſpiſing Death, 
I gave ſome favour'd 4 Cities there to taſte 200 
My ſweeteſt Joys, and in their ſwarming Streets 
Bade Trade ſecure, and glad Contentment dwell, 
But, Unſhook by Faction, undiſturb'd by War. 
the Ve 7 not in theſe, nor in the wintry Bounds 


Of Scandinavia did I fix my Seat. 205 


Britannia 


* 1t is reported of the Swiſs, that, after having been 
"Re. ung abſent from their Native Country, they are ſcized with 
pave Juch à violent Deſire of ſceing it again, as affets them 
zu? ith a kind of languiſhing Indiſpofition, called the Swiſa 
Sickneſs. + The Hans Towns. 
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Britannia call'd me from her chalky Cliffs ; 

Well-pleas'd I heard the call, and with it heard 

'Th' aſſenting Voice of Fate, that bade me go 

And Reign with Her, till Time ſhall be no more. 

This Iſle I give thee, ſaid the Pow'r Supreme, 210 
With every Boon of ſmiling Nature grac'd, 

To be thy laſt Retreat. Here dictate Laws 

Juſt, equal, wiſe, uniting kingly Power 

With popular Freedom, while the Nobles hold, 

Plac'd between both, the Balance of the State. 215 
Thus Spoke the Sovereign Will. -I glad obey'd. 

But while, to ſeek my deſtin'd Reign, I ſteer'd 

O'er the reſounding Main with eaſy Wing, 

Behold of Giant form, from Surge to Surge, 

Stalk'd the tremendous Genius or THE Deity. 220 
Around him Clouds, in mingled Tempeſt, hung ; 
Thick-flaſhing Metcors crown'd his ſtarry Head; 

And rcady Lightnings glitter'd in his Hand 
Where-e'er he turn'd, the trembling Waves recoil'd. 
He needs bat Strike the conſcious Flood, and ſhook 
From Shore to Shore, in Agitation dire, 226 
It works his dreadful Will. To me his Voice 

(Like that hoarſe Blaſt that round the Cavern howls, 
Mixt with the Murmurs of the falling Main 

Addrels'd, began By Fate commiſſion'd, go, 230 
„% My StsTEr-Govpess now, to yon bleſt Ile, 
«. Henceforth the Partner of my rough Domain. 

« Her hardy Sons ſhall with undaunted Prow 

The fartheſt limits of my Realm explore; 

Both where with Orient Light my billows flame, 235 
And where the vaſt Atlantic Deep receives 

« Tts ſetting Beam. Their Genius quick and Strong 
« All Arts of Navigation ſhall attain. 

& For their courageous Hearts the Glory waits, 

« While black around them the tempeſtuous Night 

« Pours all its Terrors, on the groaning Maſt 241 

« With 
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+ Her awful brow an oaken Garland bound, 
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« With unſhook Knee to know their giddy Way ; 

« To ſing, unquell'd, amid the laſhing Wave; 

« To brave the Storm, and, like the Dolphins, ride 

« With joy the foaming Billows—Let the Rage 245 

« Of wild Ambition o'er the ravag'd earth 

Its Courſe extend; be their's the nobler Praiſe 

To gain the peaceful Empire of the Seas, 

« Round the glad World to circle fair Exchange, 

“ And bind the Nations in a golden Chain. 250 

« To Them alone ſubmiſſive I reſign 

« My dreadful Trident, and my azure Crown. 

« Is this diſputed ?— Valour then ſhall arm 

„With Fove's own Lightning their victorious Fleets, 

„And my devouring Gulphs o'er ev'ry Foe 255 

« Shall cloſe, till all confeſs them Ocean's Lords.“ 

Here, waiting no reply, the Shadowy Power 

Eas'd the dark Sky, and to the Deeps return'd : 

While the loud Thunder rattling from his Hand, 

Auſpicious, ſhook opponent Gallia's Shore. 260 
Or this Encounter glad, my Way to Land 

I quick purſu'd, that from the ſmiling Sea 

Receiv'd me joyous. Loud Acclaims were heard ; 

And Muſic, more than mortal, warbling, fill'd 

With pleas'd Aſtoniſhment the lab'ring Hind, 265 

Who for a while th' unfiniſh'd Furrow left, 

And let the liſtening Steer forget his Toil. 

Unſeen by groſſer Eyes Ba TAN NIA breath d, 

And her Aerial Train, theſe Sounds of Joy. 

Her treſſes, like a flood of ſoften d light 270 

Thro clouds imbrown'd, in waving Circles play d. 

Warm on her cheek ſat Beauty's brighteſt Roſe. 

Her high demeanour, ſtately, grace diffus'd 

With every motion. Full her rifing cheſt; 

And new Ideas, from her finiſh'd ſhape, 275 

Charm'd Sculpture taking might improve her Art. 


Het 
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Her ſtrong right hand a ſhining Plough-ſhare held, 
Her left incumbent on an Anchor leant. 


High-ſhining on the promontory's brow, 280 


Awaiting me, ſhe ſtood; and round her ſmil'd 
A radiant band of Virtues ; Faith ſincere, 
Courage fincere and cool; Good - nature kind 
And tender-hearted. Theſe to join I brought 


Bold Independence, Juſtice, Public Love, 285 | 


My bright Attendants ; and before us fled 
All the foul dæmons of oppreſſive pow'r, 
Like noiſome Fogs before the beams of morn. 
Y r not at once, but gradual I diſpens'd 
My bleflings : for high Zove has thus ordain'd, 290 
That nothing perfect ſhall by Man be won 
Without firm patience, and unwearied Toil ; 
That merit ftill with happineſs be join'd. ' 
E' in remoteſt times a ray from me | 
On Albion glanc'd, and warm'd her wildeſt ſons. 295 | 
Bold were thoſe Britons, who, luxurious eaſe 4 
Diſdaining, roam'd the Foreſt wide, at once 
Their verdant City, high-embowering fane, 
And the gay Circle of their woodland Wars : 
For by their * Druids taught, that Death but ſhifts 30; 
The vital Scene, they that prime fear deſpis'd ; 
And, prone to ruſh on Steel, diſdain'd to ſpare 
An ill-ſav'd Life that muſt again return. 
Erect from Nature's hand, by tyrant Force, 
And ſtill more tyrant Cuſtom, unſubdu'd, 303 
Man knows no Maſter but creating Heaven, 
Or ſuch as choice and common good ordain. 
This general ſenſe, through all the Celtic race 
Ferocious, I infus'd ; and hence they ſcorn'd - 
Tyrannic ſway, and Death preferr'd to Chains. 18 
The Britons chief to guard their freedom fought 
| Wit 
* The Druids, among the antient Gauls and Bruos. 
ad the care and dire fiun of all religiaus Matters. 
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With rage unconquerable. Witneſs, Rome, 

Who ſaw'ſt thy Cz/ar, from the naked Land, 

Whoſe only fort was Britiſb hearts, repell'd, 

To ſeek Phar/alian wreaths. Witneſs, the toil, 315 
The blood of Ages, bootleſs to ſecure. 

Beneath an + Empire's yoke, a ſtubborn Je, 
Diſputed hard, and never quite ſubdu'd. 318 
The 1 North remain'd untouch'd, where thoſe who 
To ſtoop retir'd; and, to their keen Aſſaults [ſcorn'd 
Yielding at laſt, recoil'd the Roman power. 

In vain, unable to ſuſtain the ſhock, 

From Sea to Sea deſponding Legions rais'd | 

The“ wall immenſe, and yet, on Summer's eve, 324 
While ſport his Lambkins round, the Shepherd's gaze. 
Continual o'er it burſt the F Northern Storm, 


339 


As often check'd, receded ; threat'ning ſtill 


A ſwift return. But the devouring Flood 
No more endur'd controul, when to ſupport 
The laſt || remains of Empire, was recall'd 
The weary Roman, and the Briton lay 
Unnerv'd, exhauſted, ſpiritleſs, and ſunk : 
** The Sword behind him flaſh'd ; before him roar'd, 


Deaf 


339 


+ The Roman Empire. 


Caledonia, inhabited by the Scots and Pits ; whither 
a great many Britons, who would not 4 to the Ro- 
mans, retired. 

* The wall Severus, built upon Adrian's Rampart, 
which ran for eighty Miles quite croſs the Country from 
the mouth of the Tine to Solway frith. 

\ lrruptions of the Scots and Pits. 

|| 7 he Roman Empire being miſerably torn by the north- 
ern Nations, Britain vas for ever abanden' d by the Ro- 
mans in the Year 426 or 427. 

** The Britons applying to Etius the Roman general for 
Aſſiſtance, thus expreſſed their miſerable Condition—* We 


66 know 
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Deaf to his Woes, the deep. Forlorn, around A 

He roll'd his eye, not ſparkling ardent flame, 335 1 

As when Caractacus to Battle led | T 

Silurian Swains, and Boaadicea taught It 

Her raging Troops the miſeries of Slaves. A 

Tux (fad relief!) from the bleak Coaſt, that hears D 

| "The German Ocean roar, the Saxon came. 340 N 
| He came implor'd, but came with other aim | 1k 
: Than to protect. The arm that could defend O 
| Could conguer too, and ſoon their dread Allies T 
The wretched Britons ſerv'd. Who can't maintain T 

Deſerves not to poſſeſs. My favour'd Iſle 345 A 

From thefe unworthy now to hold it more T 

I took, and gave it to a nobler race, R 

5 In whom unquell'd a mighty ſpirit glow'd A 
Raſh War, and perilous Battle, their delight ; B 


And immature, and red with glorious Wounds, 350 
Unpeaceful Death their choice f : deriving thence A BI 
« know not which way to turn us. The Barbarians drive 
r us to Sea, and the Sea forces us back to the Barbarians; | 
& between which wwe have only the choice of two Deaths, 
« either to be ſwallowed up by the Wares, or butchered 
« by the Sword.” 

* King of the Silures, famous for his great Explaits, 
and accounted the beftl general Great - Britain had ever pro. 
duced. The Silures were eſteemed the braveſt and mal 
powerful of all the Britons : They inhabited Hereford- 
ſhire, Radnorſhire, Brecknockſhire, Monmouthſhire, 
and Glamorganſhire, 

+ Queen of the /ceni: her Story is well known. 

1 It is certain, that an opinion was fixed and general 
among them ( the Goths) that Death «cas but the entrant 
into another Life; that all Men who lived lazy and un- 

| active Lives, and died natural Deaths, by Sickneſs or by 

ö Age, went into vaſt Caves under Ground, all dark and mit, { 
| Full of noiſame creatures uſual to ſuch places, and there far 
| ever grovelled in endleſs flench and miſery, On the con- 


trary, all who gave themſelves to warlike Afions and 
| Enterprizth 


+ 


| 
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A Right to feaſt, and drain immortal Bowls 

In Odin's Hall; whoſe blazing Roof reſounds 

The genial Uproar of thoſe Shades, wh? fell 

In deſperate Fight, or by ſome brave Attempt: 353 
And tho' more poliſh'd Times the martial Creed 
Diſown, yet ſtill the fearleſs Habit lives. 


' Wiſdom was likewiſe theirs, Laws juſt and mild, 


Pitch matchleſs Orders, the deep Baſis ſtill 


45 


On which aſcends my Bar isn REIGN. Untam'd 360 
To the refining Subtilties of Slaves, 
They brought a many Government, for War 
And Conqueſt well-contriv'd ; a Monarch led 
Their Armies, but the Chieftain T hanes his Power 
Reftrain'd and ſhar'd ; the Soldier too was free, 365 
And ow'd no Fealty to oppreſſive Sway, 
But for Allegiance ſtill Protection claim'd. 

Is many a Field by civil Fury ſtain'd 
Bled the diſcordant * Heptarchy ; and long 
(Educing Good from Ill) the Battle groand ; 379 
E'er, blood-cemented, Ang/o-Saxons ſaw 


Val. I. L + Egbert 


Enterprizes, to the Conqueſt of their Neighbours and the 
Slaughters of their Enemies, and died in Battle, or of 
violent Deaths upon bold Adventures or Reſolutions, went 
immediately to the vaſt Hall or Palace of Odin, their 
God of War, who eternally kept open Houſe for all ſuch 
Gueſts, where they avere entertained at infinite Tables 
in perpetual Feaſts and Mirth, carouſing in Bowls made 
of the Sculls of the Enemies they had ſlain ; according to 
the Number of whom, every one in theſe Manſions of 
Pleafure was the moſtly honoured and beft entertained. Sir 
WilLiau TEmPLE's Eſſay on Heroic Virtue. 

* The ſeven Kingdoms of the Anglo-Saxons, conſidered 
as being united into one common Government, under a Ge- 


neral in Chief or Monarch, and by the Means of an Aſ+ 
Jembly General or Wittenagemot. | 
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+ Eglert and Peace on one united Throne. T 
No ſooner dawn'd the fair diſcloſing Calm N 


Of brighter Days, than lo! the North anew, F 
With ſtormy Nations black, on EncLaxd pour'd 37; It 
The ſharpeſt Woes a Nation ever felt. 

The * Dani/h Raven, lur d by annual Prey, 

Hung o'er the Land inceſſant. Fleet on Fleet 

Of barbarous Pirates unremitting tore 

The miſerable Coaſt. Before them ftalk'd, 380 
Far-ſeen, the Demon of devouring Flame ; | 
Rapine, and Murder, all with Blood beſmear'd, | 
Without or Ear, or Eye, or feeling Heart ; 

While cloſe behind them march'd the ghaſtly Power 
Of deſol:.ting Famine, who delights 385 
In Graſs- grown Cities, and in deſart Fields. 

Fixing at laſt, the ſanguinary Race 

Spread, from the Humber's loud · reſounding Shore, | 
To where the Thames devolves his gentle Maze, | 
And with ſuperior Arm the Saxon aw'd. % 
But Superſtition firſt, and monkiſh Dreams, | 
And Monk - directed Cloiſter-ſeeking Kings, 

Had eat away his Vigour, eat away 

His Edge of Courage, and depreſs d his Soul. 

Thus cruel Ages paſs'd; and rare appear'd 3" 
White-mantled Peace, exulting o'er the Vale | 
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A while ſhe dwelt with ALFzeD, beſt of Kings, 
My Friend, and Great Protector. His large Heart Gi 
And bounteous Love, to Eng/;/4 Subjects gave 


+ Egbert King of Weſlex, who after bawing redu 
all the other Kingdoms of the Heptarchy ander his * 
nion, cas the firſt King of England. 

* 4 famous Daniſh Standerd was called Reafan - 8 | 
Raven. The Danes imagined that, before a Battle, tt Sa 
Rawen <rrought upon this Standard clap'd its Wings! fro 
bung down its Heed, in token of Vittory or Defeat. Na: 


I, 


73 


afan 
the, tt 
Ving: 
. 


The furious Victor's Rot Will prevail'd. 
| 2 
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Their nobleſt Privilege“; his Guardian Care 400 

With wiſeſt Laws + ſecur d their Commonweal. 

From his auſpicious Reign the Saxen Name 

Its brighteſt Luſtre drew, but ſoon obſcur d, 

Beneath victorious Canute's Daniſb Arms 

Again it ſunk : yet He too wiſely choſe 

With my ſtrong Hand his Sceptre to ſuſtain, 

And on my ſolid Baſis fix his Throne. | 

But when his Toils with peaceful Death I crown'd, 

The Saxon Power reviv'd, and faintly caſt 

Oer the recover d Land a parting Gleam : 

Then ſet entire in 4 Haſtings bloody Field. 
On that deciſive Day by Conduct won, 

The haughty Norman ſeiz d at once an Iſle, 

For which, thro many a Century, in vain, 

The Roman, Saxon, Dane, had toil'd, and bled. 41 5 

Of Gothic Nations this the final burſt; 

Which in one blended People join'd them all, 


105 


110 


Their Virtues mix'd in one exalted Stream, 


Till the rich Tide of Eng Blood grew full. 

AwniLs my Spirit ſlept; the Land awhile, 420 
Afﬀrighted, droop'd beneath deſpotic Rage. 
Inſtead of || Edward's equal gentle Laws, 


All 
* That of Trial by Furies, inſtituted by Alfred the 
Great, or at leaſt more regularly eſtabliſhed. 
+ Particularly the Law of Decennaries or Frank- 
_— eſtabliſhed by Alfred, and other Regulations of 
alice. 


t The Battle of Haſtings, is ⁊ubicb Harold II. the laſt 
of the Saxon Kings, was /lain, and William the Conque- 
tor made himſelf Mafter of England. 

| Edward III. the Confefſor, who reduced the Weſt- 
Saxon, Mercian, and Daniſh Lacs into one Body; which 
from that Time became common to all England, der the 
Names F the Laws of Edward. 
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All proſtrate lay; and, in the ſecret Shade 
Deep-ſtung but fearful Indignation gnaſh'd 42; 
Her Tecth. Of Freedom, Property, deſpoil'd, 

And of their Bulwark, Arms ; with Caſtles cruſh'd, 
With Ruffians quarter'd o'er the bridled Land; 

The trembling Wretches, at the * Curfew ſound, 


Dejected ſhrunk into their ſordid Beds, 430 


And, thro the mournful Gloom, of antient Times 
Mus'd ſad. To feed a Tyrant's idle Sport 
Driv'n from his ruin'd Farm the Peaſant ftary'd : 
To the wild Herd, a deſolate Abode, 

The chearful Hamlet, ſpiry Town, was given, 43; 
And the brown + Foreſt roughen'd wide around. 
Buer this ſo dead, fo vile Submiſſion, long, 
Endur'd not. Gathering Force, my latent Flame 

Shook off the Mountain of tyrannic Sway. 
See ! the firſt Henry to both Nations join'd 
Normans and Engliſh, for the Crown they gave 
A Charter grants re/toring antient Rights. 
Behold ! his Grandſon, from the Saxen Kings 
Deſcended by the Female Line, unites 


ED. 


Each valiant People, and their Laws confirms. 44; 


His Son thoſe Laws infringes—Then, behold ! 
Nobly diſdainful of deſpotic Pow'r, 
The Barons riſe in Arms, and leagu'd to guard 
Their Privileges of their King demand 
Freedom, their Birth right. He reluctant yields. 4;: 
See the Great Charter giv'n, the glorious Plan 
By me inſpir'd, by me deliver d down 
Fron 
he Curfew Bell (rom the French Couvreſe 
which was rung every Night at Eight of the Click, 1 
«warn the Engliſh te put out their Fires and Candles, u 
der the Penalty of a ſevere Fine. | 
+ The New Foreſt in Hampſhire, t make whit 
the Country for above thirty Miles in compaſs wwas li 


ecaſle, 


| 


| 
] 
| 
f 
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from Age to Age, though oft attack d in vain 
By Kings unwiſe, and Miniſters corrupt. 
Whene'er from putrid Courts foul Vapours roſe, 455 
Dark'ning the Brightneſs that my Beams diffus d 
Around the Throne, with vigorous wholeſome Gales 
The Winds of Oppoſition fiercely blew, 
Which-purg'd and clear'd the agitated State. 

Bu T now behold my ſtygongelt Fort ariſe, 460 
The Senate of the Commons *. There my Shield 
I plac'd, and there my Sword.—Io Tyrant's Pow'r - 
Shall force that Bulwark ; yet to virtuous Kings, 
Who well diſcern its Strength, it ſtill ſhall prove 
A Royal Citadel, a Treaſury rich 465 
With unexhauſted Wealth. This Truth to ſhew, 
See my third Edward, my fifth Henry reign. 
When Theſe through all the State my Spirit breath'd ; 
When round their Thrones attracted Virtues glow'd, 
Like the bright Planets round their central Sun; 470 
When Counſels juſt, extenſive, generous, firm, 
Amid the Maze of State, ſtill kept in view 
Some public Object, or if thence they ſtray d, 
Swift to return, and patient of Reſtraint; 
When ſuch with me their vital Influence ſhed, 475 
No angry Murmur, harſh Complaint was heard; 
No cold Diſtruſt thro' wary Senates ran, 

L 3 Conſin'd 

* The Commons are generally thought to have been fi f 
repreſented in Parliament towards the End of Henry the 
Third"s Reign. To a Par.;ament called in the Year 1264, 
each County was ordered to ſend four Knights, as Repre- 
ſentatives of their reſpefive Shires : and to a Pariia- 


nent called in the Tear following, each County wwas or- 
' tered to ſend, as their Repreſentatives, two Knights, and 


each City and Borough as many Citizens and Bur geſſis. 
Tull then, Hiftory makes no mention of them ; aS e a 
very ſirong Argument may be drawn, to fix the Original 
ef the Houſe of C:mmans to that Era. 
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Confin'd their Bounty, and their Ardour quench'd ; 
On Aid, unqueſtion'd, liberal Aid was given ; 

And Ch, Poitiers, Agincourt proclaim 480 | 
What Kings ſupported by all-pow'rful Love, 

And Subjects fir'd with Liberty, can do. 

Bs veil'd thoſe Days of Blood, when kindred Rage 
By York and Lancafter's diſcordant Claims 
Divided England tore; and when, oppreſs'd 48; 
By private Feuds, almoſt extinguiſh'd lay 
My quivering Flame. But fee, with Peace reſtor'd, | 
A * cautious Tyrant lend it Oil anew. 

Pao u d, dark, ſuſpicious, brooding o'er his Gold, 
As how to fix his menac'd Throne he caſt | 
His jealous Eyes around ; pierc'd with a Ray, 

Which on his timid Mind I darted full, 

He mark'd the Barons of exceſſive Fow'r, 

At Pleaſure making and un-making Kings ; 

And hence, to cruſh theſe petty T'yrants, plan d 495 
+ A Law, that let them by the filent Waſte | 
Of Luxury their landed Wealth diffuſe, 

And with that Wealth their implicated Power. 

By ſoft Degrees a mighty Change enſu'd, 

Even working to this Day. With Streams deduc'd 50 
From theſe diminiſh'd Floods the Country ſmil d. 

As where impetuous from the ſnow-heap'd Alps 

At vernal Suns diſſolving, pours the Rhine ; | 
While undivided, oft with waſteful Sweep, | 
He foims along: but, thro Batavian Meads, $95 
Branch'd into fair Canals, indulgent flows ; 

Waters a thouſand Fields ; where Culture, Trade, | 
Towns, Meadows, gliding Ships, and Villas mixt, 

A rich a wondrous Landſkip riſes round. 

Tur following Reign deſpotic, yet tome 600 
Moſt uſeful prov'd. A furious King, whoſe Will 

„Henry VII. Bore 

+ Permitting the Barons to alienate their Lands, 
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Bore no controul, in Good and Bad alike 


| Ardent and abſolute, at once ſhook off 


The Soul-enſlaving Chain which many an Age 

Had Link by Link ftrong-twiſted round the Land. 515 

Before the Terrors of his Sceptre fled 

The Giant “ triple-crown'd, who long had bow'd 

Beneath his Yoke the Monarchs of the Earth ; 

Pretending Pow'r Supreme from higheſt Heav'n, 

But working the Commands of loweſt Hell. 520 

From his Seven Hills in vain his Thunders roar'd : 

Diſpell'd was now the Darkneſs that his Throne 

Inclos'd and guarded. The returning Light, 

That firſt thro' + WickliF ſtreak d the Papal Gloom, 

Now burſt in open Day. Bar'd to the Blaze, 525 

Forth from the Haunts of Superſtition crawl'd 

Her motly Sons, fantaſtick Figures all ; 

And, wide diſpers'd, their uſeleſs fetid Wealth 

Fair Fruits produc'd, and graced the publick Weal. 
Tus Commons thus enrich'd, and powerful grown, 

Againſt the Barons weigh'd. ELtza then, 531 

Amid theſe doubtful Motions ſteady gave 

The Beam to fix. She, like the Si. cxiT Eves 


That never cloſes on a guarded World, 


So ſought, ſo mark'd, ſo ſeiz'd the Public Good, 535 
That ſelf- ſupported, without one Ally, 
She aw'd her inward, quell'd her circling Foes. 
Inſpir'd by me, beneath her ſheltering Arm, 
In ſpite of raging $ Univer/a« Sway, 
| > And 
* The Papal Dominion. 
+ John Wickliff, Doctor of Divinity, who towards 


the cloſe of the fourteenth Century, publiſhed Dottrin:s | 


very contrary to thoſe of the Church of Rome, and par- 
ticularly denying the Papal Authority. His Followers 
grew very numerous, and were called Lollards. 

t Suppreſſian of Mon»fterics. 

$ The Dominion of the Heuſe of Auſtria, 


* 


ö 
) 
1 
| 


248 LIBERTY. Part Ill. 


And raging Seas repreſs'd, the Belgic States 540 
My Bulwark on the Continent, aroſe. 

Beneath her influence Trade on ev'ry Sea 

Diſplay'd his Canvas, pour'd with ev'ry Tide 

A golden Flood; which till her Commons rais'd 

By wwerghtier Property to higher Pow'r. 545 
From Spain's rapacious Hand Britannia tore 

The guilty, glittering Stores, whoſe fatal Charms 

By the plain Indian happily deſpis'd, 

Yet work'd his Woe, and to the bliſsful Groves 


Where Nature dwelt among her harmleſs Sons, 550 | 


Decu Rage unknown to Pagan Climes before. 
bade my BrxrTons now th' Avengers be 
Of thoſe inhuman deeds—EL1za drew 


The trembling Spaniard to the Centre ſhook 

Of his new-conquer'd World, —His furious Pride 

Had madly threaten'd from her regal Brows 

Her Crown to rend, and doom'd to ſervile Chains 

Her free-boru Subjects; but far humbler Thoughts 


The Sword of Juſtice : at its awful Blaze | 
5 þ 


The Tyrant learnt, when he beheld his vaſt 360 | 


Armada driv'n before her conquering Fleet, 
Whelm'd in the Main, or daſh'd on ev'ry Rock 


That guards her happy Coaſt ; while round her Throne 


The cheriſh'd Mies Songs of Triumph ſung, 
And with their Palms their Laurel: interwove. 565 
Sven were the Glories of this prudent Reign. 
Yet ſtill uncircumſcrib'd the Regal Power, 
And undefin'd Prerogative remain'd, 
A wide voracious Gulph, where ſwallow'd oft 
The helpleſs Subject lay. Thzs to reduce 570 
To the juſt Limit was my final Taſk. 
By Means, that Evil ſeem to narrow Man, 
Superior Beings work their myſtic Will: 
From Storm and Trouble thus a ſettled Calm, 
At laſt, effulgent, o'er BaiTannia ſmil'd. 575 
Tus 
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540 Tus gathering Tempeſt, Hs aven-commiſſion'd, 


came, | 
With Scotland's * King to Britain's Empire rais'd, ö 
A Seat too glorious far for Him to fill. | 
By Him the Seeds of public Diſcontent | 
345 Were largely ſown, while to precarious Peace 589 
He ſacrific'd the Britiſb Cauſe, and Fame: 
While, meanly paſſive of inſulting Foes, 
He ſought his own free People to ſubdue 
' By monſtrous Syſtems of deſpotic Pow'r, 
950 | Rais'd on enchantcd metaphyſic Ground : 535 
From Heav'n pretending Right to break Heav'n's Laws 
Uncheck'd, and unreſiſted. Doctrines ſtrange q 
And foul, debaſing Man, blaſpheming God. 1 
| Yet weak in Action, and for School-Diſputes 1 
555 Beſt fitted, faintly theſe enormous Claims 599 
And with unſteady Lightneſs he purſu'd : 
Content to teach the Subject-Herd, how great, 
| How ſacred He! how deſpicable They! 
| Bur what the Father taught, the bolder Son +, 
500 With all a Bigor's Obſtinacy fir'd, 595 
Believ'd, and pradtis'd, nor endur'd controul. 
Senates, in vain, their kind Reſtraint applied : 
The more they ſtruggled to ſupport the Laws, 
6 His Juſtice dreading Miniſters the more 
5 Drove him beyond their Bounds. Tir'd with the Check 
Of faithful Love, and with the Flattery pleas'd 601 
Of falſe deſigning Guilt, the f Fountain he 
Of Public Wiſdom and of Juſtice ſhut. 
Wide mourn'd the Land. Inſtead of voted Aid 
57%? Free, cordial, large, a never-failing Source, 605 
Th' illegal Impoſition follow'd harſh, 
With Execration given, or ruthleſs ſqueez'd 
7 From 


James the Firſt. 
2 + Charles the Firſt, 
BE Tt Parhament:. 
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From an inſulted People, by a Band 

Of the worſt Rufhans, thoſe of Tyrant Power. 

Oppreſſion walk'd at large, and pour'd abroad 610 

Her unrelenting Train : Informers, Spies, 

Hateful Projectors of aggrieving Schemes, 

+ Commerce to load for unprotected Seas, 

1 To ſell the ſtarving Many to the Few, 

And drain a thouſand Ways th* exhauſted Land. 61g 

Ev'n from that Place whence healing Peace ſhould floy, 

And Goſpel Truth, inhuman Bigots ſhed 

Their F Poiſon round; and on the venal Bench, 

Inſtead of Juſtice, Party held the Scale, 

And Violence the Sword. With Patience long 620 

I griev'd in Pity to a King miſled 

By Notions falſe in earlieſt Youth imbib'd, 

Not in his Nature bad : but Shame at length, 

And Wrongs for Vengeance ripe my Spirit rous'd. 
Miso the low Murmvrs of ſubmiſſive Fear 62; 

And mingled Rage, my Hau rai'd his Voice, 

And to the Laws appeal'd ; the Laws no more 

In judgment far, behov'd ſome other Ear. 

When from the North, by keen Reſentment led, 

Reſentment with religious Zeal inflam'd, 630 

To England's Aid of Scots an Army came. 

Beneath its Wing was call'd, and ardent met 

The more than Roman Senate. There a Flame 

Broke out, that clear'd, conſum'd, renew'd the Land 

Illuſtrious was the Scene—Nor Greece, nor Rome 635 

Indignant burſting from a Tyrant's Chain, _ 


+ Ship-Money. 

T Monopohes. 

4 The raging High- Church Sermons of theſe Time, 
inſpiriting at ance a Spirit, of laviſh Submiſſion to th 


Court, and of bitter Perſecution againſt thoſe whom tht 
call Church and Stats Puritans. 
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While, full of me, each agitated Soul 

Strung every Nerve and flam'd in every Eye, 

Had e'er beheld ſuch Light and Heat combin'd ! 

Such Heads and Hearts ! Such fervent Zeal, led on 640 
By calm majeſtic Wiſdom, taught its Courſe 

What nuiſance to Devour, and bent fincere 

To clear the weedy State, reſtore the Laws, 

And for the Future to ſecure their Sway. 


T #15 then the Purpoſe of my virtuous Sons. 645 


But man is Blind. A Nation once inflam'd 

(Chief, ſhould the breath of factious Fury blow, 

With the wild Rage of mad Enthuſiaſt ſwell'd) 

Not eaſy cools again. From Breaſt to Breaſt, 

From Eye to eye, the kindling Paſſions mix 659 

In heighten'd. Blaze; and, ever Wiſe and Juſt, 

High Hzaven to gracious Ends directs the Storm. 

Thus in one Conflagration Brit AN wrapt, 

And by Confuſion's lawleſs Sons deſpoil'd, 

Kinc, Loxps, and Commons, thundering to the 
Ground, 655 

Succeſſive, ruſh'd—and from their Aſhes roſe, 


_ Gay-beaming radiant Youth, the“ Phœnix- State. 


Tus Legiſlature now in all its Parts 
Reſtor d compleat, for ever broke the Bonds 
Of Yaſalage and I araſbip , laſt remains 660 


Of Norman Thraldom.. To the Civil Pow'r 


Their purſe the Clergy gave, nor longer form'd 
A ſeparate State : by their concurring Voice 
Elected now, the Commons tax'd the whole, 
And built on that eternal Rock their Power. 665 
The Crown, of its hereditary Wealth 
1 
A. the Refleration. 


T In the firſt Year of King Charles the ſecond, * 


his Reſtoration, the Parliament aboliſhed Knight-Serwice 
and the Court of Wards. The Clergy alſo gave up their 
right of _ themſelves, 


— — — — — — 
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Deſpoil'd, on Senates more dependent grew, 


And they more frequent, more aſſur d. Vet liv'd, 


And in full Vigour ſpread that bitter Root, 
The Doctrine of a Right Divine in Kings, 
Without Controul their People to deſtroy. 


By this the ſecond Charles encourag'd, dar'd | 


His Father's Councils to purſue, unaw'd 

By his unhappy Fate. Yet not alone 

To this he truſted—long he min'd his Way; 

By pleafiny Manners, fitted to deceive ; 

By ſubtle Arts, Diſſimulation deep; 

By laviſh Bounty, by ſeducing Bribes ; 

But chiefly by the ſoul-enfeebling Charms 

Of gay, licentious Vice, which underneath 

The Maſk of Freedom is her deadlieft Foe. 
Ar laſt ſubſided the delirious Joy, 

On whoſe high Billow, from the faintly Gloom, 

The Nation drove too far. A penſion'd King, 

Againſt his Country brib'd by Gallic Gold; 

The“ Port pernicious ſold, the Scylla ſince 

And fell Charybdis of the Britiſb Seas; 

Freedom attack d + Abroad, with ſurer Blow 

To cut it off at Home ; the 1 Saviour - league 

Of Lurope broke; the Progreſs even advanc d 

Of univerſal || Sway, which to reduce 

In a leſs dangerous Pow'r, had been the Care 

And glorious Triumph of EL1za's Reign; 

The Millions, by a generous People given, 

In waſteful H leaſures tquander'd, or employ'd 

The Pubiict Guardians to Corrupt, or Awe 


* Dunkirk. 


670 


680 


685 | 


695 
The 


+ The War, in Conjun&ion with France, againſt the 


Duich. 
T The Triple Alliance. 
| Under Lewis XIV. 
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The bridled Land with Forces wot their aun $; 
| The flatter'd, flatt ring Church herſelf betray'd ; 
All thee, broad-glaring, oped the general Eye, 7 
ol And wak'd my Spirit, the reſiſting Soul. 700 
BoLp and determin'd was the virtuous rage 
Of Senates, ſhook from the fantaſtic Dream 
Of abſolute Submiſſion, Tenets vile, 
Which Slaves would bluſh to own, and which, reduc'd 
5 To Practice, always honeſt Nature ſhock. 705 
Yet not by Arms, but Laws *, they ſtrove to fave 
| Their menaced Country from impending Chains, 
And all the horrors of returning Rome. 
Not even the Maſk remov'd, and the grim Front 
80 Of Tyranny diſclos d; nor trampled Laws ; 710 
Nor ſeiz d each ꝶ badge of Freedom thro the Land; 
Nor StoxE x bleeding for th' unpubliſh'd Page; 
Nor on the Beach avow'd Corruption plac'd, 
And murderous Rage itſelf, in Zeferies' form ; 
Nor endleſs Acts of arbitrary Power, 715 
Cruel, and Falſe, could draw the public Sword: 
Till, in the following Reign, a Bigot fierce 
Join'd to a gloomy Tyrant every Fence 
Of Law deſpis'd, and every Band diſſolv d 
Of ſworn allegiance. His impetuous Zeal 720 
Out-flaming Rome herſelf portentous ſcar d 
The troubled Nation : Mary's horrid Days 
To Fancy bleeding roſe, and the dire Glare 
Of Smithfield lighten'd in its Eyes anew. 
695 What Patriot now, what Hera wilt thou call, 728 
BaiTanNia, to thy Aid? Who now ſhall fave 
The In this extreme Diſtreſs, thy ſinking State? | 
Behold ! my darling Son, his Country's Friend Far 1 
N | 
' the A landing Army, raiſed without conſent of Parlia- 
ment. 
* The excluſica Bill, and other Laws then propoſed 
againſi the Papiſis, and to limit the Power of the Crown. 
See Burnct aud Rapin, The Charter; of Corporations, 
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And great Deliverer, Ezrope's Champion comes, 
Immortal Naa At his wiſh'd Approach 730 
My languid Head I lift, and joy ful burſt | 
My ſhameful Fetters—Lo! my ſtreaming Flag * 
Waves high, and leads his gallant Fleet ! above, 
Exulting on the Wings of Cherubs, ſoars 
Religion, and directs his deſtin d Courſe. 735 | 
Her pow'rful Voice has calm'd the raging Deep, | 
By Demons rous'd, and bade the obedient Winds, 
Still ſhifting as behov'd, with various Breath, 
Waft her Protector to the longing Shore. 
From Heav'n inſpir'd Dejection, Terror, ſeize 740 
Th' infatuated King. His edgeleſs Sword 
Drops unrefilting. From his forfeit Throne 
He trembling flies, on which triumphant fits 
Th' auſpicious Prince by Me, by Merit rais'd 
To rule the Land his Virtues had preſerv'd, 745 
See ! underneath his Feet tyrannic Pow'r, 
And Superſtition, Tyrant of the Mind, 
Lie bound in adamantine Chains, and gnaſh 
With fell Deſpite their venom'd Teeth, and foam 
In vain! See! by his gracious Hand reſtrain'd, 750 
No more Prerogative its ſwelling Surge 
Shall o'er its proper Bounds refiſtleſs heave. 
As Belgic Dykes devouring Seas confine, 
So this encroaching Foe coercive Laws 1; 
And thus controul'd, it, like thoſe Seas, becomes 755 
A uſeful Friend. Thrice happy, did they know 

Ther 


* The Prince placed himſelf in the main Body, carrying 

a Flag with Engliſh Colours, and their Highneſſes Arm 

furrounded with this Motto, TE PROTESTANT RET. 

GLON AND THE LiBERT1ES OF ENGLAND ; and under- 

neath the Motto of the Houſe of Naſſau, Js MINT 
DRAI, I will maintain. Rapin. 


+ The Bill of Rights, and Ad of Succeſſion. 
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Their Happineſs, Bat TANUTA's BounDed Kincs ! 


What tho not theirs the Pow'r in Dungeon Glooms 
The Subject unconvifed to detain, 

Or to long Exile doom, or ſecret Death 760 
By ſudden Mandate at the midnight Hour : 

What tho licentious Tools of lawleſs Sway, 

No ſervile Armies march at their Command 

To fright oppoſing Senates, or confirm 

Pernicious Edits: What tho generous Truth 

Dares in their Preſence check the ſoothing Strains 

Of Adulation baſe, and boldly blame 

Their faults, or honeſt Counſel give unaſk'd : 

What tho' they tear not from the ſtarving Hind 

The morſel earn d with hard deſerving Toil, 770 
To pamper idle Waſte ; or guilty Wars, 

By wild Ambition kindled, to ſupport : 

Yet to protect the good, reſtrain the bad, 

To cloath the naked, feed the hungry, wipe 

The guiltleſs Tear from poor Affliction's Eye; 775 
To raiſe hid Merit, ſet th' alluring Light 

Of Virtue high in View ; to nouriſh Arts, 

Encourage Genius, Emulation raiſe, | 

Make their own People virtuous, happy, great, 

And guard all Europe from th' oppreſſive Arm 780 
That would its rights invade; for Deeds like theſe 

The ſair Career before them open lies. 

While the dark Precipice that leads to ill, 

To Folly, Guilt, and Shame, is kindly barr'd. 

O bleſt Reſtraint ! how poor to Theſe are all 785 
The giddy Glories of deſpotic Thrones! 

Thus, thus indeed is imag'd Poxc'r divine, 

Boundleſs and abſolute in Good alone. 

A«D now behold ! My Fabrick ſtands compleat, 
The PALAc or Tye Laws. To different Ranks 790 
Reſponſive Place belongs, yet equal ſpreads 
The ſheltering Roof o'er all; while Plenty flows, 4 
| A 
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And glad Contentment echoes round the whole. 
Nor outward Tempeſts, nor corrofive Time, 
Nought but the felon undermining Hand 795 
Of dark CoxxuyT1ON, can its frame diſſolve, 
And lay the Toil of Ages in the duſt. 

Ar this her Eye, collecting all its Fire, 
Beam'd more than human ; and her awful Voice, 
Majeftic thus ſhe rais'd 
This cloſing Strain, and with intenſer Note 
Loud let it ſound in their awaken'd Ear. 

« On VIS rug can alone uur KINGDOM Hana, 
« For loſt this ſocial Cement of Mankind, 


„The greateſt Empires, by ſcarce-felt Degrees, 805 


Will moulder looſe away, till, unſuſtain'd,. 
« They prone at laſt to total Ruin ruſh. 

« Unbleſt by Virtue, Government a League 
« Becomes, a circling Junto of the great, 


« To rob by Law; Religion mild a Yoke $10 


To tame the ſtooping Soul, a Trick of State 

« To maſk their Rapine, and to ſhare the Prey. 
What are without it Senates, but a Face 

« Of conſultation Deep and Reaſon free, 

While the determin'd Voice and heart are fold? 815 
What boaſted Freedom, but a ſounding Name? 
And what Election, but a Market vile 

Of Slaves ſelf-barter'd ? Virtue ! without thee, 
There is no ruling Eye, no Nerve, in States; 

War has no Vigour, and no ſafety Peace: 820 
Even Juſtice warps to party, laws oppreſs 

« Their weak Authority protects no more, 

« Firſt broke the Ballance, and then ſcorn'd the Sword, 
« 'Thus Nations ſink, Society diſſolves ; 


« Rapineand Gaile and Violence break looſe, 825 


« Confounding Life, and turning Love to Gall ; 

Man hates the Face of Man, and [Indian Woods 

«© Hide in their ſavage Haunts no Beaſt ſo fell. 
Barons! 


To Bat ross bear 800 
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% BzarToONs ! be firm !—nor let luxurious Wants, 
« Baſe minded Av'rice, or unmanly Sloth, 830 
« Twine round your Heart indiſſoluble Chains! 
The Steel of BauTys cut the groſſer Bonds 
« By Cz/ar caſt o'er Rome; but ſtill remain'd 
« The ſoft enchanting Fetters of the Mind, 
« And other Cæſars roſe. Determin'd, hold 835 
« Your Independence; for, that once deſtroy d, 
« Unfounded Freedom is a morning Dream, 
That flits aerial from the cheated Eye. | 
« Yer think not that each Elegance of Life, 
© Whate'er exalts, embelliſhes, refines 345 
Or ſoftens humankind, conſiſts not well 
With my ſtrong Spirit, and ſevere Commands. 
To me the Mora, Graces all belong: 
« On me the Muſes wait: to deck my Brow 
« The finer Arts produce their faireſt Flowers. 845 
« If theſe, by caſual Beams of Fawur rais'd 
« May ſometimes ma T'yrant's Garden Bloom, 
« How would they fourifh, by the potent Juice 
« Of Freedom ſwell'd in Briten's happy Fields, 
Did proper Culture nurſe their tender Plants! 850 
« Forc'd is their Growth when regal Bounty gives, 
« Weak without me, a tranſitory Gleam : 
A while they bloſſom : then malignant riſe 
„The Blights of Envy, of theſe inſect Clouds, | 
That, blaſting Merit, often cover Courts: 855 
„Or when Azguf/u; dies, Tiberius comes, þ 
« With harſh tyrannic Rule, like wintry Froſt, 1 
Each ſprig of Genius killing at the Root. 
« But when with mine /mperial Favour joins, 
Through ſmiling Ages blows perpetual Spring. 860 
Tus times ſhall come, ev'n now behold them dawn, 
When o'er Britannia's favoured lile, compleat 
« My beauteous Works ſhall in full Luſtre Shine: 
Lo! numerous Domes a Bux L1:GTON confeſs ; 
« For 
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For Kings and Senates fit, the Palace ſee ; 865 
The Temple breathing a religious Awe 
« The private Dwelling e/egantly plain. 
*« SB ! Sylvan Scenes, where Art but ſtrives to 
« dreſs 
« Her Miſtreſs Nature and diſcloſe her Charms; 
« Such as a Por in Miniature has ſhown ; 870 
% A BaTHUuRST o'er the widening * Foreſt ſpreads ; 
« And ſuch as form a Ricyuwoxp, Cxiswick, 
% Srow. 
« AvcusrT, around, what public Works I ſee! 
« Lo ſtately Streets! Lo Squares that court the Breeze, 
% Adorning thee, proud Landon, till with Rome 875 
*« Shall vie thy Grandeur, and with Greece thy Art! 
« Loray'd from Cities 0'er the brighten'd Land, 
«« Connecting Sea to Sea, the ſolid Road 
See! the proud Arch, in juſt Proportion ſtrong, 


«© With eaſy Sweep beſtrides th unrufled Flood. 880 | 


«« See! long Canals, and deepen'd Rivers join 


« Each part with each, and with the circling | 


« Main 
The whole enliven'd Iſle. Lo! Ports expand, 


« Free as the Winds and Waves, their ſheltering Arms. | 
« Lo! ftreaming Comfort o'er the troubled Deep, 885 


« On every pointed Coaſt the Light- houſe Tow'rs ; 
« And, by the broad imperious Mole repell'd, 
% Hark! how the baffled Storm indignant roars !” 
« Hoax1D with Want and Miſery no more 
« ur Streets the tender Paſſenger afflict. 890 
% Nor ſhivering Age, nor Sickneſs without Friend, 
« Or Home, or Bed to bear his burning Load, 
« Nor dying Infant, that could ne'er deſerve 
4 Its guiltleſs Pangs, I ſee! The Stores profuſe 
« Which Briti Bounty has to theſe aſſign d, 895 
« Na more the ſacrilegious Riot ſwell 


of 


» Okely Woods, near Cirenceſter. 
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Of cannibal Devourers ! Right applied, 
*The weak and old they feed, the ſtrong employ. 
„Sweet ſets the Sun of ſtormy Life, and ſweet 
« The Morning ſhines, in Mercy's Dews array'd. 9009 
« Lo! how they riſe ! theſe Families of Heaven ! 
That! chief, (but why ye Bigots! why fo 
« late !) 

« Where blooms and warbles glad a rifing Age: 
« What Smiles of Praiſe ! And, while their Song aſcends, 
The liſtening Seraph lays his Lute aſide. 

« Haxx ! the gay Muſes raiſe a nobler Strain, 
« Where active Nature, warm impaſſion'd Truth, 
« Engaging Fable, lucid Order, Notes 
« Of various String, and Painting juſt the bold, 
« With Brit; ois French cok rss jo0in.g10 
% Behold! I fee the dread delightful School 
« Of temper'd Paſſions, and of pohſh'd Life, 
« Reſtor'd ; improv'd ! the well · diſſembled Scene 
Calls from embelliſh'd Eyes the lovely Tear, 
« Orlights up Mirth in modeſt Checks again. 915 
Lo vaniſh'd Monſter Land. Lo driven away 
„ Thoſe that AroLto's ſacred Walks profane; 
Their wild Creation ſcatter d, where a World 
« Unknown to Nature, Cxa os more confus'd, 
Oer the brute Scene its F Ouran Outangs pours 3920 
« Deteſted forms! that, on the Mind impreſs, 
* Corrupt, confound and barbarize an Aye. 

„ ſee the Fountains purg'd, whence Life denves 
« A clear or turbid Flow ; ſee the young Mind 
Not fed impure by Chance, by Flattery fool'd, 925 
Or by Scholaſtic Jargon bloated proud, 
gut fill'd and nouriſh'd by the light of Truth. 
* Then (beam'd thro Fancy the refining Ray, 

« And 

An Hoſpital for Foundlings. 

$ A Creature which of all Brutes, moſt reſembles 
Mau,—See Dr. Tyſon's Treatiſe on this Animal. 
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And pouring on the Heart) the Paſſions feel 

At once informing Light and moving Flame; 930 

Till moral, public, graceful Action crowns 

The Whole. Behold ! the fair contention glows, 

In all that Mind or Body can adorn, 

And poliſh bright. Inſtead of barren Heads, 

Barbarian Pedants, wrangling Sons of Pride, 935 

And truth-perplexing metaphyſic Wits, 

Men, Patriots, Chiefs and Citizens are form'd. 

« Lo! Juſtice, like the liberal Light of Heaven, 

Unpurchas'd ſhines on all, and from her Beam, 

Appalling Guilt, retire the ſavage Crew, 940 

That prowl amid the Darknels they themſelves 

Have thrown around the Laws. Oppreſſion grieves, 

See how her legal Furies bite the Lip, 

While Yorxxs and TarBorts their deep Snares 
detect, 


And ſeize ſwift Juſtice thro the Clouds they raiſe. 915 


Lo! Princes I behold, whoſe generous Souls 
Burſt the Blockade of falſe deſigning Men, 
Of treacherous Smiles, ef Adulation vile, 
And of the blinding Clouds around them thrown : 


Their jealous Care my Kingdom to maintain; 930 


The public Glory theirs ; unſparing Love 


Their endleſs Treaſure ; and their Deeds their Praiſe. 


With me they work. Nought can reſiſt our Force: 
Strong ſpread the Blooms of Genius, Scicnce, Art ; 
His baſhful Bounds diſcloſing Merit breaks; 935 
And, big with fruits of Glory, Virtue blows. 

No ev'n to Britain is our Care confin'd : 

Lo! ſwarming o'er the new diſcover'd World, 

Gay Colonie: extend; the calm Retreat 

Of undeſerv d Diſtreſs, the better Home 960 
Of thoſe whom Bigots chaſe from foreign Lands: 


Not built on Rapine, Servitude and Woe, 
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« And, in their Turn ſome petty Tyrant's Prey; 

« But, bound by ſocial Freedom, firm they riſe; 

Of Britain's Empire the Support and Strength. 965 
« Behold ! ftill more theſe happy Seats to bleſs, 

« The Muſes come, and touch the warbling Lyre, 


In Shades that never heard their Voice before. 


« See | other SyENSERSs, SiakesPkARs, Pops 
4 ariſe, 


And to the charm'd “ S.vannah ſing my praiſe. 970 
« See! the wild Indian by wcic Muſic tam'd, 
« His ſavage Manners quits, and from their Lore 
« Mild Wiſdom Icarus, and Arts of poliſh'd life! 
« Lo! at my pow'rful Word how wide around 
« Reforming Science ſpreads her ſacred Light! 975 
« Nought can our Progreſs ſtop, nor Mountains pil'd 
« Above the Clouds, nor Woods, nor Lakes immenſe, 
Till all America's untutor'd Sons, 
« Ev'n they, who now beneath the blood-ſtain'd Yoke 
« Of Spaniſb Tyranny deſpairing groan, 980 
« Feel the bleſt Influence of my gentle Sway, 
« By England's Sceptre guarded and ſuſtained.” 

As thick to View theſe varied wonders Roſe, 
The Viſion broke; and, on my waking Eye, 
Ruſh'd the ſtill Ruins of dejected Rome. 985 


„ Savannah is an Indian Word „ 2 enifying @ large ax- 
tent of Meagow-Gr an. 
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Of the Ricur HonovranLls the 


LORD TALBOT, 


Late Chancellor of Great-Britain. 
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LORD TALBOT. 
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K HILE, with the Public, you my Lord, 
| lament 
| A Friend and Fatherloſt ; permit the Muſe, 
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Of the Ricurt HoxovgaBLeE the 


Addreſſed to His Son. 


22 Muſe aſſign d of Old a double Theme, 
| To praiſe dead worth and humble living Pride, 
| Whoſe generous Taſk begins where int'reſt ends, 5 
Permit her on a TaLBoT's Tomb to lay 
This cordial Verſe ſincere, by Truth inſpir'd, 
Which means not to beſtow but borrow fame. 
Yes, ſhe may Sing his matchleſs Virtues now ——— 
Unhappy that ſhe may... But where begin? 
How from the Diamond ſingle out each ray, 
Whereall, tho trembling with ten thouſand Hues, 
Effuſe one dazling undivided lit? 

Le r tlie low-minded of theſe narrow Days 
No more preſume to deem the lofty Tale 
Of antient Times, in pity to their own, 


Romance. In Ta LBO we united ſaw 
M 
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The piercing Eye, the quick enlighten'd Soul, 
The graceful Eaſe, the flowing Tongue of Greece, 
Join'd to the Virtues and the Force of Rome. 


ETErNal Wispou, that all-quick'ning Sun, ys 
Whence every Life, in juſt Proportion, draws 
Directing Light, and actuating Flame, 

Ne'er with a larger Portion of its Beams 
Awaken'd mortal Clay. Hence ſleady, calm, 2; 


Diffuſive, deep and clear, his Reaſon ſaw, 

With inſtantaneous View, the Truth of Things ; 
Chief what to human Life and human Bliſs 
Pertains, that nobleſt Science, fit for Man: 

And hence, reſponſive to his Knowledge, glow'd 
His ardent Virtue. Ignorance and Vice, 

In Conſort foul, agree; each heightning each ; 
While Virtue draws from Knowledge brighter Fire. 


50 


Wu a T grand, what comely, or what tender Senſe, | 


What Talent, or what Virtue was not his ; 
What that can render Man, or great, or good, 
Give uſeful Worth, or amiable Grace ? 

Nor could he brook in ſtudious Shade to lie, 


35 


| 


In ſoft Retirement, indolently pleas'd 

With ſelfiſh Peace. The Syren of the Wiſe, 
(Who ſteals th' {onian Song, and, in the Shape 
Of Virtue, wooes them from a worthleſs World) 
Tho deep he felt her Charms, could never melt 
His ſtrenuous Spirit, recolleRed, calm, 

As ſilent Night, yet active as the Day. 

The more the bold, the buſtling, and the bad, 
Preſs to uſurp the Reins of Pow'r, the more 
Behoves it Virtue, with indignant Zeal, 

To check their Combination. Shall low Views 
Of ſneaking Int'reſt or luxurious Vice, 

The Villain's Paſſions, quicken more to Toil, 
And dart a livelier Vigour thro the Soul, 
Than thoſe that, mingled with our trueſt Good, 


4) 


50 
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With preſent Honour and immortal Fame, 

Involve the Good of All? An empty Form 

Is the weak Virtue, that amid the Shade 

Lamenting lies, with future Schemes amus'd, 

While Wickedneſs and Folly, kindred Powers, 

Confound the World. A Tatizor's, different far, 

Sprung ardent into Action; and diſdain'd 60 

To loſe in Death-like Sloth one Pulſe of Life, 

And her inſipid Pleaſures, to refign 

The Prize of Glory, the keen Sweets of Toil, 

And thoſe high Joys that teach the truly Great 
To live for others, and for others die. 

4 EarLY, behold ! he breaks benign on Life. 

Not breathing more Beneficence, the Spring 

Leads in her ſwelling Train the gentle Airs. 

| In him Aſtrea, to this dim Abode 

Of ever-wandering Men, return'd again : 

To bleſs them his Delight, to bring them back, 

From thorny Ercor, from unjoyous Wrong, 

Into U Paths of kind primeval Faith, 

Of Happineſs and Juſtice. All his Parts, 

His Virtues all, collected, ſought the Good 
of Human kind. For that he, fervent, felt 
The Throb of Patriots, when they modell'd States: 
Anxiou for that, nor needful Sleep could hold 
His ſtill-awaken'd Soul ; nor Friends had Charms 
To ſteal, with pleaſing Guile, one uſeful Hour ; 
Toil knew no Languor, no Attraction Joy. 

Thus with unwearied Steps, by Virtue led 
He gain'd the Summit of that ſacred Hill, 
Where rais'd above black Envy's dark'ning Clouds, 
Her ſpotleſs Temple lifts its radiant Front. 
”" Be nam'd, victorious Ravagers, no more! 
Vaniſh, ye human Comets! ſhrink your Blaze! 
Ve that your Glory to your Terrors owe, 
Wit As, o'er the gazing ; Earth, 
2 


2 
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You ſcatter Famine, Peſtilence and War ; a 


Vaniſh ! before this vernal Sun of Fame; A 
Effulgent Sweetneſs, beaming Life and Joy. + 

How the Heart liiten'd while he, pleading, ſpoke! Y, 
While on ch' enlighten'd Mind, with winning Art, & 
His gentle Reaſon ſo perſuaſive ſtole, 93 x 
That the charm'd Hearer thought it was his own. T; 
Ah ! when, ye ſtudious of the Laws, again A 


Shall ſuch enchanting Leſſons bleſs your Ear? 

When ſhall again the darkeſt Truths, perplext, 

Be ſet in ample Day ? when ſhall the harſh 109 

And arduous open into ſmiling Eaſe ? 

The Solid mix with elegant Delight? 

His was the Talent with the pureſt Light | 

At once to ponr Conviction on the Soul, 

And warm with lawful Flame th' impaſſion'd Heart. 10g 

That dangerous Gift with him was ſafely lodg'd 

By Heaven—He ſacred to his Country's Cauſe, 

To trampled Want and Worth, to ſuffering Right, 

To the lone Widow's and her Orphan's Woes, 

Reſerv'd the mighty Charm. With equal Brow, 110 

Deſpiſing then the Smiles or Frowns of Power, 

IIe all that nobleſt Eloquence effus d, | 

Which generous Paſſion, taught by Reaſon, breathes : | 

'Then ſpoke the Man ; and, over barren Art, 

Prevail'd abundant Nature, Freedom then 113 

His Client was, Humanity and Truth. 

Prac'p on the Seat of Juſtice, there he reign'd, 

In a ſuperior Sphere of cloudleſs Day, 

A pure Intelligence. No Tumult there, 

No dark Emotion, no intemp' rate Heat, 129 

No Paſſion e' er diſturb'd the clear Serene 

That round him ſpread. A Zeal for Right alone, 

The Love of Juſtice, like the ſteady Sun, | 

Its equal Ardor lent ; and ſometimes rais'd Ben 

Againſt the Sons of Violence, of Pride, & Toi 
A 


— 
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And bold Deceit, his 1 nation gleam'd, 

Yet ſtill by ſober Digi, reftrain'd, 

As Intuition quick, he inatch'd the Trath, 

Yet with progreſſive Patiecce, Step by Step, 
Self-difident, or to the lower Kind, 130 
He thro the Maze of Falſchood trac'd it on, 

Till, at the laſt, evolv'd, it full appear'd, 

And even the Loſer own'd the juſt Decree. 

BuT when, in Senates, he, to Freedom firm, 
Enlighten'd Freedom, plann'd ſalubrious Laws, 135 
His various Learning, his wide Knowledge, then, 

His Infight deep into BartTrannia's Weal, 

Spontaneous ſeem'd from ſimple Senſe to flow, 

And the plain Patriot ſmooth'd the Brow of Law. 

No ſpecious Swell, no frothy Pomp of Words 149 
Fell on the cheated Ear; no ſtudy'd Maze 

Of Declamation, to perplex the Right, 

He darkening threw around: ſafe in itſelf, 

In its own Force, all-pow'rful Reaſon ſpoke ; 

While on the great the ruling Point, at once, 145 
He ftream'd deciſive Day, and ſhow'd it vain 

To lengthen farther out the clear Debate. 

BzroLp him in the Councils of his Prince. 

What faithful Light he lends ? How rare, in Courts. 
Such Wiſdom ! ſuch Abilities ! and join'd 130 
To Virtue ſo determin'd, public Zeal, 

And Honour of ſuch Adamantine Proof, 

As even Corruption, hopeleſs, and o'er-aw'd, 

Durſt not have tempted ! Yet of Manners mild, 

And winning every Heart, he knew to pleaſe, 1;; 
Nobly to pleaſe ; while equally he ſcorn'd 

Or Adulation to zeceive, or give. 

Happy the State, where wakes a ruling Eye 

Of ſuch Inſpection keen, and general Care 


Beneath a Guard ſo vigilant, ſo pure. 160 
Toil may reſigu his careleſs Head to reſt, 
M 3 And 
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And ever-jealous Freedom Sleep in Peace. 
Ah! loſt untimely ! loſt in downward Days ! 
And many a Patriot Counſel with him loſt ! 
Counſels that might have humbled Britain's Foe, 16 
Her native Foe, from eldeſt Time by fate 
Appointed, as did once a Tals Arms. 
Ler Learning, Arts, let Univerſal worth, 
Lament a Patron loſt, a Friend and Judge. 
Unlike the Sons of Vanity, that veil'd 170 
Beneath the Patron's proſtituted Name, 
Dare ſacrifice a worthy Man to Pride, 
And fluſh Confuſion o'er an honeſt Cheek. 
When he confer'd a Grace, it ſeem'd a Debt 
Which he to Merit, to the Public, paid, 173 
And to the great all- bounteous Source of good. 
His ſympathizing Heart itſelf receiv'd 
The generous Obligation he beftow'd. 
This, this indeed is patroniſing Worth. 


5 


Their kind Protector him the Muſes own, 180 la v 
But ſcorn with noble Pride the boaſted Aid Wh: 
Of taſteleſs Vanity's inſulting Hand. | Jad, 
The gracious Stream, that chears the letter d World, | Tru 
Is not the noiſy Gift of Summer's Noon. The 
Whoſe ſudden Current, from the naked Root, 185 Len 
Waſhes the little Soil which yet remain'd, Wit 
And only more dejects the bluſhing Flowers: As. 
No, tis the foft-deſcending Dews at Eve, Wh 


'The filent Treaſures of the vernal Year, 
Indulging deep their Stores, the ſtill Night long; 199 Th 


Till, with returning Morn, the freſhen'd World Imf 
Is Fragrance all, all Beauty, Joy and Song. Dri 

ST1LL let me view him in the pleaſing Light By 
Of private Life, where Pomp forgets to glare, Jeal 
And where the Plain unguarded Soul is ſeen. 195 Yet 
There, with that trueſt Greatneſs he appear'd, Wh 


Which chinks not of appearing; kindly veil'd , 
n 1 


Beyond the Ties of Blood, Oh ! ſpeak the Joy, 210 


As on the pebbled Shore you, penſive, ſtray, 


90 


95 


In 


The Virtues dictate, or the Muſes ſing. | 220 
Lend me the Plaint, which to the lonely Main, 


the Lord TALBOT. 


in the ſoft Graces of the friendly Scene, 

Inſpiring ſocial Confidence and Eaſe. 

As free the Converſe of the Wiſe and Good, 200 
As joyons, diſentangling every Power, 

And breathing mixt improvement with delight, 

As when amid the various-bloſſom'd Spring, 

Or gentle-beaming Autumn's penſive Shade, 

The philoſophic Mind with Nature talks, 205 
Say ye, his Sons, his dear Remains with whom 

The Father laid ſuperfluous State aſide, 

Yet rais'd your filial Duty thence the more, 

With Friendſhip rais'd it, with Eſteem, with Love, 


The pure Serene, the chearful Wiſdom mild, 

The virtuous Spirit, which his vacant Hours, 

In Semblance of Amuſement, thro the breaſt 

Infus'd. And thou, O Rundle! lend thy Strain, 
Thou darling Friend ! thou Brother of his Soul! 215 
In whom the Head and Heart their Stores unite : 
Whatever Fancy paints, invention pours, 

Jadgment digeſts, the well-tun'd Boſom feels, 

Truth Natural, Moral, or Divine, has taught, 


With Memory converſing, you will pour, 


Where Derry's Mountains a bleak Creſcent form, 
And mid the ample round receive the Waves, 225 
That from the frozen Pole, reſounding, ruſh, 
Impetuous. Tho from native Sun-ſhine driven, 
Driven from your Friends, the Sun ſhine of the Soul, 
By ſlanderous Zeal, and Politics infirm, 
Jealous of Worth ; yet will you Bleſs your Lot, 230 
Yet will you Triumph in your glorious Fate, 
Whence Talbet's Friendſhip glows to future Times, 
| M 4 Intrepid, 
Dr. Rundle late Biſhop of Derry in Ireland. 
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Intrepid, warm ; of kindred Tempers born ; 
Nurs'd, by Experience, into flow Eſteem, 

Calm confidence unbounded, Love not blind, 

And the ſweet Light from mingled Minds diſclos'd, 
From mingied clymic Oils as burſts the Fire. 

I too remember well that chearful Bowl, 

Which round his Table flow'd. The ſerious there 
Mix'd with the ſportive, with the learn'd the plain ; 240 
Mirth ſoften'd Wiſdom, candour temper'd Mirth ; 
And Wit its honey lent, without the Sting. 

Not ſimple nature's unaffected Sons, 

The blameleſs Indian, round their Foreſt chear, 

In ſunny Lawn or ſhady Covert ſet, 245 
Hold more unſpotted converſe : nor, of old, 

Rome's awful Conſuls, her DiQtator-ſwains, | 
As on the product of their Sabine Farms 

They fared, with ſtricter Virtue fed the Soul: 

Nor yet in Athens, at an Attick Meal, 250 
Where Socrates preſided, fairer Truth, 

More elegant Humanity, more Grace, 

Wit more refin'd, or deeper Science reign'd. 

Bur far beyond the little vulgar Bounds | 
Of Family, or Friends, or native Land 255 
By juſt Degrees, and with proportion'd Flame, | 
Extended his Benevolence: a Friend 


235 


To human-kind, to parent nature's Works. 
Of free Acceſs, and of engaging Grace, 
Such as a Brother to a Brother owes, * 
He kept an open judging Ear for all, | 
And ſpread an open Countenance, where ſmil'd | 
The fair Efulgence of an open Heart; 
While on the Rich, the Poor, the High, the Low, 
With equal Ray, his ready goodneſs Shone : 265 
Their Grief or Bliſs he made his own, and deem'd 
Hirnſelf concerned in all that touch'd Mankind. 

Tus to a dread Inheritance, my Lord, 


35 


90 
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And hard to be ſupported, you ſucceed : 
But, kept by Virtue, as by Virtue gain'd, 270 
It will, thro lateſt Time, enrich your Race, 
When groſſer Wealth ſhall moulder into Duſt, 
And with their Authors in Oblivion ſunk 
Vain Titles lie, the ſervile Badges oft 
Of mean Submiſſion, not the meed of Worth. 275 
True genuine Honour its large Patent holds 
Of all Mankind, thro every Land and Age, 
Of univerſal reaſon's various Sons, 
And even of Gop himſelf, ſole perfect Judge ! 
Yet know theſe nobleſt Honours of the Mind 280 
On rigid Terms deſcend : the high - plac'd heir, 
Scan d by the public Eye, that, with keen Gaze, 
Malignant ſeeks out Faults, cannot thro Life, 
Amid the nameleſs Inſects of a Court, 
Unheeded ſteal: but, with his Sire compar'd, 285 
He muſt be glorious, or he muſt be ſcorn'd. 
This truth to you, who merit well to bear 
A name to Britons dear, th' officious Muſe 
May ſafely Sing, and Sing without reſerve. 

Vain were the Plaint, and ignorant the Tear 290 
That ſhould a Ta/bot mourn. Ourſelves, indeed, 
Our country robb'd of her Delight and Strength, 
We may lament. Yet let us, grateful, joy, 
That we ſuch Virtues knew, ſuch V irtues felt, 
And feel them ſtill, teaching our views to riſe 293 
Thro ever-bright'ning Scenes of future Worlds. 
Be dumb, ye worſt of Sophiſts ! ye that, prone 
To thoughtleſs Duſt, renounce that generous hope, 
Wheace every Joy below its Spirit draws, 
And every Pain its Balm: a Talbet's light, 300 
A Tallot's Virtues claim another ſource, 
Than the blind Maze of undeſigning Blood; 
Nor wheu that vital Fountain plays no wore, 
Can they be quench'd amid the y2lid Stream. 
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Meruinks I ſee bis mounting Spirit, freed 
From tangling Earth, regain the realms of Day, 
Its native Country, whence, to bleſs Mankind, 
Eternal Goodneſs, on this darkſom Spot, 

Had ray'd it down a while. Behold ! approv'd 
By the tremendous Judge of Heaven and Earth, 310 
And to th' Almighty Father's preſence join'd, 

He takes his rank, in Glory, and in Bliſs, 

Amid the human Worthies. Glad around 

Croud his compatriot Shades, and point him out, 
With joyful pride, Britannia's blameleſs boaſt. 315 
Ah! who is he, that with a fonder Eye 

Meets thine enraptur'd ?—'Tis the beſt of Sons ! 

The beſt of Friends Too ſoon is realiz'd 

That hope, which once forbad thy Tears to flow ! 
Mean-while the kindred Souls of every Land, 320 | 
(Howe'er divided in the fretful Days 

Of Prejudice and Error) mingled now, 

In one ſelected never-jarring State, 

Where Gop himſelf their only Monarch reigns, 


305 


Partake the joy; yet, ſuch the Senſe that ſtill 325 


Remains of earthly Woes, for us below, 

And for our Loſs, they drop a pitying Tear. 

But ceaſe preſumptuous Muſe, nor vainly ſtrive 
To quit this cloudy Sphere that binds thee down : 


Tis not for mortal hand to trace theſe Scenes, 330 

Scenes, that our groſs ideas groveling caſt | 

Behind, and ſtrike our boldeſt Language dumb. 
Foxcive, immortal ſhade ! if aught from Earth, 

From duſt low-warbled, to thoſe Groves can riſe, | 

Where flows celeſtial Harmony, forgive 335 

This fond ſuperfluous Verſe. With deep-felt Voice, 

On every Heart impreſs'd, thy Deeds themſelves 

Atteſt thy Praiſe. Thy Praiſe the widow's Sighs, 

And Orphan's tears embalm. 'The good, the bad, 

The ſons of Juſtice and the ſons of Strife, 340 
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All that or Freedom or that [Intereſt prize, 

A deep-divided nation's Parties all, 

Conſpire to ſwell thy ſpotleſs Praiſe to Heaven. 
Glad heav'n receives it, and ſeraphic Lyres 
With Songs of Triumph thy Arrival hail, 
How vain this Tribute then ! this lowly Lay ! 
Yer nought is Vain which Gratitude inſpires. 
The Muſe, beſides, her Duty thus approves 
To Virtue, to her Country, to Mankind, 

To ruling Nature, that, in glorious Charge, 
As to her Prieſteſs, gives it her, to Hymn 
Whatever good and excellent ſhe forms. 
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ALLEGORICAL POEM: 
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| 
N 
| 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HIS Poem being writ in the Manner of Spenſer, 

the obſolete Words, and a fimplicity Diction in 

Some of the Lines, which borders on the Ludicrous, 
were neceſſary to make the imitation more perfect. And 
the Stile of that admirable Poet, as well as the Meaſure 
in which he awrote, are, as it were, appropriated by 
Cuſtom to all allegorical Poems writ in our Language; 
juſt as in French the Stile of Marot, who lived under 
Francis I., has been uſed in Tales, and familiar Epiſtles, 
by the politeſt Writers of the Age of Louis XIV. 


| 


| 


ExPLANATIOV of the obſolete words 
uſed in this Poem. 


Rehimage—The chief, or greateſt of magicians er 
enchanters. | 

Apaid—pazg. 

Appall—af7ighr. 

Atween —betwween. 

Ay—alrways. 


Bale—ſorrow, trouble, misfortune. 
Benempt — named. 
Blazon—painting, diſplaying. 
Breme — cold, raw. 


| Carol—to fing ſongs of Joy. 


Caucus, the north-eaſt wind. 
Certes— certainly. 


Dan—a word prefixed to names. 


Deftly — fully. 
Depainted — painted. 
Drowſy-head—drowſeyneſs. 


Eath—ea/y. 
Eftfoons—immediately, often, afterwards. 
Eke—al//o. 


Fays—fairies. 


Gear or Geer—furniture, equipage, dreſi. 
Glaive—Fword. (Fr.) 
Glee—7ay, pleaſure. 


\ 
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Han Have. 
Hight—named, called; and ſometimes it is uſed for i; 
called. See Stanza vii. 


Idleſs—14lene/s. 
Imp— Child, or offipring ; from the Saxon impan, te 
g& aft or plant . 


Keſt—for ca. 


Lad—for led. 

Lea—a piece of land, or meadow. 
Libbard— /eopard. 

Lig—to lie. 

Loſel—a loo/e iale fellow. 
Louting—bowing, bending, 
Lithe — loaſe, lax. 


Mell —ingle. 

Moe — more. 

Moil — to labour. 

Mote — might. 

Muchel or Mochel—much, great. 


Nathleſs— nevertheleſs. 

Ne - nor. 
Needments — neceſſariei. 
Nourſling —a child that is nurſed. 
Noyance — harm. 


Prankt — coloured, adorned gayly. 
Perdie (Fr. par Dieu) an old oath. 
Prick'd thro” the foreſt — rode thro' the foreft. 


Sear —dry, burnt up. 
Sheen —bright, ſhining, 
Sicker — ſur (4) ſur ey. 


uſed in this Poem. 233 
Soot—/aweet, or faveetly. 
Sooth—true, or truth, 
Stound — mzsfortune, pang. 


Sweltry —/ultry, conſuming with heat. 
Swink—to labour. 
Smackt—/a@woared. 


Thrall —/ave. 
Tranſmew'd—t#ransform'd, 


Vild—wz/e. 
Unkempt (Lat. incomptus ) unadorn'd. 


Ween—to think, be of opinion. 

Weet—to know ; to week, to wit. 

Whilom—ere-while, formerly. 

Wight—Man. 

Wis, for Wiſt—to know, think, underſiand. 
Wonne (a Noun) Daveliing. 

Wroke —wreakt, 


N. B. The Letter Y is frequently placed in the Begin- 
ning of a Ward, by Spenſer, to lengthen it a Sylla- 
Ele, and en at the End of a Word, for the ſame 
Reaſon, as withouten, caſten, Tc. 


Yborn—born. 

blent, or blent—b/ended, mingled. 
- Yclad—clad, 
Ycleped—called, named. 
Yfere—together. 
Ymolten—melted. 
Yode (preter tenſe of yede) went. 
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The Caſile height of Indolence, 
And its falſe Luxury ; 

Where for a little Time, alas“ 
We liv'd right Follily. 


1. 


Mortal Man, who liveſt here by Toil, 
Do not complain of this thy hard Eſtate; 
That like an Emmet thou muſt ever moil, 
Is a ſad Sentence of an ancient Date; 

And, certes, there is for it reaſon Great; 

For, though ſometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And curſe thy Star, and early drudge and late, 

Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 

Looſe life, unruly Paſſions, and Diſeaſes pale. 
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II. 


In lowly Dale, faſt by a river's ſide, 

With woody Hill o'er Hill encompals'd round, 

A moſt enchanting Wizard did abide, 

Than whom a Fiend more fell is no where found, 
It was, I ween, alovely ſpot of Ground ; 

And there a ſeaſon atween June and May, 


Half prankt with Spring, with Summer half im. 


as. n nn Mc. a. 


A liſtleſs Climate made, where, ſooth to ſay, (brown's, | II 


No living Wight capld work, ne cared even for play, 
III. 
Was nought around but Images of reſt: 


Sleep ſoothing Groves, and quiet Lawns between; 


And flowery Beds that ſlumbrous influence keſt, 


From Poppies breath'd ; and beds of pleaſant Green, 


Where never yet was creeping Creature ſeen, 


Mean time unnumber'd glittering Streamlets play'd, | 


And hurled every-where their Waters ſheen ; 
That, as they bicker'd through the Sunny glade, 


Though reſtleſs ſtill themſelves, a lulling Murmur made, 


IV. 


Join'd to the Prattle of the purling Rills, 
Were heard the lowing Heards a long the Vale, 
And Flocks loud - bleating from the diſtant Hills, 
And vacant Shepherds piping in the Dale: 
And now and then ſweet Philomel would wail, 
Or ſtock-doves plain amid the Foreſt deep, 
That drowſy ruſtled to the finging Gale; 
And ftill a coil the Graſhopper did keep: 

Yet all theſe Sounds yblent inclined all to Sleep. 


= 


A 
V. 


de, 


| 


| 


v. 
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V. 


Full in the Paſſage of the Vale, above, 

A ſable, filent, ſolemn Foreſt ſtood ; 

Where nought but ſhadowy forms was ſeen to move, 
As [dich fancy'd in her dreaming mood, 

And up the Hills, on either ſide, a Wood 

Of blackening Pines, ay waving to and fro, 

Sent forth a ſleepy Horror through the Blood ; 

And where this Valley winded out, below, 


The murmuring Main was heard, and ſcarcely heard, 


to flow. 
VI. 


A pleaſing Land of drowſy-head it was : 

Of Dreams that wave before the half-ſhut Eye ; 
And of gay Caſtles in the Clouds that paſs, 

For ever fluſhing round a Summer-Sky : 

There eke the ſoft Delights, that witchingly 
Inſtil a wanton ſweetneſs through the Breaſt, 
And the calm Pleaſures always hover'd nigh ; 
But whate'er ſmack'd of noyance, or unreſt, 


Was far far off expell'd from this delicious Neſt. 


VII. 


The Landſ{ip ſuch, inſpiring perfect eaſe, 
Where InvoLzxce (for ſo the Wizard hight) 
Cloſe-hid his Caſtle mid embowering Trees, 
That half ſhut out the beams of Phœbus bright, 
And made a kind of chequer'd Day and Night. 
Mean while, unceaſing at the maſſy Gate, 
Beneath a ſpacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plac'd ; and to his Jute, of cruel fate, 


And labour, harſh, complain'd, lamenting man's Eſtate. 


VIII. 
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VIII. 


Thither continual Pilgrims crouded ſtill, 

From all the Roads of Earth that paſs there by: 

For, as they chaunc'd to breathe on neighbouring Hill, 

The freſhneſs of this Valley ſmote their Eye, 

And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; | 

Till cluſtering round th' enchanter falſe they hung, | 

Ymolten with his Syren Melody ; 

While o'er th' enfeebling Lute his Hand he flung, | 
And to the trembling Chords theſe tempting Verſes ſung: | « | 


IX. 
« Behold ! ye Pilgrims of this Earth, behold ! 
See all but Man with unearn'd Pleaſure gay. ! * 
« See her bright Robes the Butterfly unfold, | « 


« Broke from her wintry Tomb in prime of May ! 
« What youthful Bride can equal her Array ? | 
« Who can with her for eaſy Pleaſure vie? « 
« From Mead to Mead with gentle Wing to ſtray, | « 
« From Flower to Flower on balmy Gales to fly, « 

« Ts all ſhe has to do beneath the radiant Sky. 10 


X. 


« Behold the merry Minſtrels of the Morn, 
The ſwarming Songſters of the careleſs Grove, ,, 
« Ten thouſand Throats ! that, from the flowerin!? „ 


« 'Thorn, 4 
« Hymn their good God, and carol ſweet of Love, ,, 
« Such grateful kindly Raptures them emove : 2 4 


They neither plough, nor ſow ; ne, fit for Flail, ,, 

% F'er to the Barn the nodding Sheaves they drove „ | 

« Yet theirs each Harveſt dancing in the Gale, FR 
« Whatever crowns the Hill, or ſmiles along the Vale. , | 


XU. Vo 
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XI. 


« Outcaſt of Nature, Man ! the wretched Thrall 

« Of bitter-dropping Sweat, of ſweltry Pain, 

l | of Cares that cat away thy Heart with Gall, 

« And of the Vices, an inhuman Train, 

« That all proceed from ſavage Thirſt of Gain : 

p « For when hard-hearted Intereſt firſt began 

« To poiſon Earth, Mræa left the Plain; 

„ Guile, Violence, and Murder ſeiz d on Man, 

8. « And, for ſoft milky Streams, with Blood the Rivers ran. 


XII. 


Come, ye, who ſtill the cumbrous Load of Life, 
« Puſh hard up Hill; but as the fartheſt Steep 

1 « You truſt to Gain, and put an End to Strife, 
Don thunders back the Stone with mighty ſweep, 
« And hurls your Labours to the Valley deep, 

„ © For-ever Vain: come, and, withouten Fee, 

I in Oblivion will your Sorrows ſteep, . 

| « Your Cares, your Toils, will ſeep you in a Sea 
Of full Delight; O come, ye weary Wights, to me 


XIII. 


© „ With me, you need not riſe at early Dawn, 
TR «To paſs the joyleſs Day in various Stounds : 
« Or, louting low, on upſtart Fortune fawn, 
ove, « And ſell fair Honour for ſome paltry Pounds ; 
„Or through the City take your dirty Rounds, 
il, „To cheat, and dun, and lye, and viſit pay, 
rove « Now Flattering baſe, now giving ſecret Wounds s | 
« Or proul in Courts of Law for humen Prey, 
ale „ In venal Senate thieve, or rob on broad Highway. 
XI. „Va. I. N x1 
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XIV. 


« No Cocks, with me, to ruſtic Labour call, 
« From Village on to Village ſounding clear ; 
« To tardy Swain no ſhrill-yoic'd Matrons ſquall; 
«© No Dogs, no Babes, no Wives, to ſtun your Ex; 
« No Hammers thump ; no horrid Blackſmith ſezr, 
«« Ne noiſy Tradeſman your ſweet Slumbers ſtart, 
« With Sounds that are a Miſery to hear : 
«+ But all is calm, as would delight the Heart 

Of Szbarite of old, all Nature, and all Art. | 


XV. 


" 2 nought but Candour reigns, indulgent Eaſe, 
Good - natur d lounging, ſauntering up and down 
0 « They who are pleas'd themſelves muſt alwa 
« pleaſe; | 
« On others' Ways they never ſquint a Frown, 
Nor heed what haps in Hamlet or in Town. 
Thus, from the Source of tender Indolence, 
„With milky Blood the Heart is overflown, 
*« Is ſooth'd and ſweeten d by the ſocial Senſe ; 
*© For Intereſt, Envy, Pride, and Strife are baniſh'd 4 


XVI. 


++ What, what, is Virtue ? but repoſe of Mind, 

A pure ethereal Calm, that knows no Storm; 

„Above the Reach of wild Ambition's Wind, 

« Above thoſe Paſſions that this World deform, 

« And torture Man, a proud malignant Worm} _ 

But here; inſtead, ſoft Gales of Paſſion play, 

« And gently ſtir the Heart, thereby to form 

« A quicker Senſe of Joy ; as Breezes ſtray 133 
6 Acroſs th enliven d Skies, and make them ſtill ma 44 

% gay. | XVI 
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XVII. 


|  & The beſt of Men have ever lov'd Repoſe 

They hate to mingle in the filthy Fray; 

F « Where the Soul ſow'rs,and gradual Rancour grows, 
« Imbitter'd more from peeviſh Day to Day. 
„Even thoſe whom Fame has lent her faireſt Ray, 
„The moſt renown'd of worthy Wights of Yore, 

« From a baſe World at laſt have ſtol'n away: 
« So SciP1o, to the ſoft Camean Shore 
« Retiring, taſted Joy he never knew before. 


XVIII. 


S * 


« But if a little Exerciſe you chuſe, 

in Some Zeſt for Eaſe, tis not forbidden here. 
Amid the Groves you may indulge the Muſe, 

| + Or tend the Blooms, and deck the vernal Year ; 
Or ſoftly ſtealing, with your watry Gear, 

« Along the Brooks, the crimſon-ſpotted Fry 

* You may delude : The whilſt, amus d, you bear 
No the hoarſe Stream, and now the Zephir's figh, 
1 © Attuhed to the Birds, and woodland Melody. 


XIX. 


| « O grievous Folly ! to heap up Eſtate, 

3 «6 Loſing the Days you ſee beneath the Sun; 

| When, ſudden, comes b ind unrelenting Fate, 

2 « And gives th' untaſted Portion you have won, 

Wich ruthleſs Foil, and many a Wretch undone, 

To thoſe who mock you gone to Plato's Reign, 

There with ſad Ghoſts to pine, and Shadows dun: 
1% But ſure it is of Vanities moſt vain, 

ws To toil for what you here untoiliug may obtain.“ 

N ez 


XX. 
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XX. 


He ceas'd. But ſtill their trembling Ears retain d 

The deep Vibrations of his witching Song; 

That, by a kind of magic Power, conſtrain'd 

To enter in, pell-mell, the liſtening Throng. 

Heaps pour d on Heaps, and yet they flip't along, 

In ſilent Eaſe: As when beneath the Beam 

Of Summer Moons, the diſtant Woods among, 

Or by ſome Flood all filver'd with the Gleam, Th 
The ſoft-embodied Fays through airy portal Stream: 


XXI. 


By the ſmooth Demon ſo it order d was, 
And here his baneful Bounty firſt began : 
Though ſome there were who would not further pal, 
And his alluring Baits ſuſpected han. 
The wiſe diſtruſt the too-fair ſpoken Man. 
Yet through the Gate they caſt a wiſhful Eye : 
Nat to move on, perdie, is all they can; 
For do their very beſt they cannot fly, 
But often each Way look, and often ſorely ſigh. | 


nl nl ef ad h©._ ans ai 


* 
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XXII. 


When this the watchful wicked Wizard ſaw, | 
With ſudden Spring he leap'd upon them ſtrait ; 
And ſoon as touch'd by his unhallow'd Paw, 
They found themſelves withan the curſed Gate ; 
Full hard to be repaſs'd, like. that of Fate. 

Not ſtronger were of old the Giant Crew, 
Who ſought to pull high ove from regal State; 
Though feeble Wretch he ſeem d, of fallow Hue: 
Certes, who bides his * will chat Encounter — | 
XX 
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XXIII. 


| For whomſoe er the Villain takes in Hand, 
Their Joints unknit, their Sinews melt apace ; 
As lithe they grow as any Willow-wand, 
And of their vaniſh'd Force remains no Trace: 
So when a Maiden fair, of modeſt Grace, 
In all her buxom blooming May ef Charms, 
Is ſeized in ſome Loſel's hot Embrace, 
She waxeth very weakly as ſhe warms, 


Then ſighing yields her up to Love's delicious Harms. MI 


XXIV. oh 


Wak'd by the Croud, flow from his Bench aroſe ] 
A comely full-fpread Porter, ſwoln with Sleep: : ; 
His calm, broad, thoughtleſs Aſpect breath d rep<ſe ; | 
als And in ſu eet Torpor he was plunged deep, 11 
Ne could himſelf from ceaſeleſs Yawning keep; * 
While o'er his Eyes the drowſy Liquor ran. My 
Thro which his balf-wak'd Soul would faintly peep. U. 
Then taking his black Staff he call'd his Man, 
And rous'd himſelf as much as rouſe himſelf he can. 


| 


| 


| XXV. 


The Lad leap'd lightly at his Malter's Call. 

| He was, to weet, a little roguiſh Page, 
Save Sleep and Play who minded nought at all, 
Like moſt the untaught Triplings of his Age. 
This Boy he kept each Band to diſengage, 
Garters and Buckles, taſk for him unfic, 
But ill-becoming his grave Perſonage, 


And which his portly Paunch would not permit, 
e: dos this ſame limber Page to all performed it. 
rue. N 3 XXVI. 


XIII 


294 The CASTLE of InroLEnce, 


XXVI. 


Mean Time the Maſter- Porter wide diſplay d 

Great Store of Caps, of Slippers, and of Gowns; 
Wherewith he thoſe who enter'd in, array'd 

Looſe, as the Breeze that plays along the Downs, 
And waves the Summer Woods when Evening frowns. 
O fair undreſs, beſt dreſs! it checks no Vein, 

But every flowing Limb in Pleaſure drowns, 

And heightens Eaſe with Grace. This done, right fain, 
Sir Porter ſat him down, and turn'd to ſleep again. 


XXVII. 


Thus eaſy rob'd, they to the Fountain ſped, 

That in the middle of the Court up threw 

A Stream, high-ſpouting from its liquid Bed, 

And falling back again in drizzly Dew : 

There each deep Draughts, as deep he thirſted, drew. 
It was a Fountain of Nepenthe rare: [grew, 
Whence, as Dan Homer fings, huge Pleaſaunce 
And ſweet Oblivion of vile earthly Care; 


Fair gladſome waking Thoughts, and joyous Dreams 


more fair. 
XXVIII. 


This Rite perform'd, all inly pleas'd and ſtill, 
Withouten T romp, was Proclamation made. 

« Ye Sons of IndoLEeNnCE, do what you will; 

« And wander where you liſt, through Hall or Glade! 
« Be no Man's Pleaſure for another's ftaid ; 

« Let each as likes him beſt his Hours employ, 


« Andcurs'd be he who minds his Neighbour'sTrade' | 


« Here dwells kind Eaſe and unreproving Joy : 
He little merits Bliſs who others can annoy.” 
XXIX 
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XXIX. 


Strait of theſe endleſs Numbers, ſwarming round, 
As thick as idle Motes in ſunny Ray, | 

Not one eftſoons in View was to be found, 

But every Man ſtroll'd off his own glad Way. 

.. Wide o'er this ample Court's blank Area, 

With all the Lodges that thereto pertain'd, 

No living Creature could be ſeen to ſtray ; 

n, | While Solitude, and perfect Silence reign'd : 

So that to think you dreamt you almoſt was conſtrain'd. 


XXX. 


As when a Shepherd of the * Hebrid- Iles, 
' Placed far amid the melancholy Main, 
| (Whether it be lone Fancy him beguiles ; 
Or that acrial Beings ſometimes deign 
a To ſtand, embodied, to our Senſes plain) 
Sees on the naked Hill, or Valley low, 


The whilſt in Ocean Phebus dips his Wain, 
| A vaſt Aſſembly moving to and fro: 
| Then all at once in Air diſſolves the wondrous Show. 


AXXXI. 


Ye Gods of Quiet, and of Sleep profound ! 
Whoſe ſoft Dominion o'er this Caſtle ſways, 
And all the widely-filent Places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling Pen diſplays 

de! What never yet was ſung in mortal Lays. 
But how ſhall I attempt ſuch arduous String, 

| I who have ſpent my Nights and nightly Days, 
de! In this ſoul-deadening Place, looſe-loitering ? 
Ah! how ſhall I for this uprear my moulted Wing? 


* Thoſe i/lands on the weſtern Coaſt of Scotland called the 
IX Hebrides. N 4 XXXII 


296 The CasTLE of IN Dol ENR. 


XXXII. 


Come on, my Muſe, nor ſtoop to low Deſpair, 
Thou Imp of Fowe, touch'd by celeſtial Fire 
Thou yet ſhalt fing of War, and AQtions fair, 
Which the bold Sons of Britain will inſpire ; 
Of ancient Bards thou yet ſhalt ſweep the Lyre; 
Thou yet ſhalt tread in tragic Pall the Stage, 
Paint Love's enchanting Woes, the Heroe's Ire, 
The Sage's Calm, the Patriot's noble Rage, 


Daſhing Corruption down through every worthleſs Age. Al 


XXXIII. 


The Doors, that knew no ſhrill alarming Bell, 
Ne curſed Knocker ply'd by Villain's Hand, 
Self open'd into Halls, where, who can tell 
What Elegance and Grandeur wide expand 
The Pride of Turkey and of Perfia Land ? 
Soft Quilts on Quilts, on Carpets Carpets ſpread, 
And Couches ſtretch around in ſeemly Band; 
And endleſs Pillows riſe to prop the Head; 

So that each ſpacious Room was one full-ſwelling Bed. 


XXXIV. 


And every where huge cover'd Tables ſtood, 

With Wines high-flavour'd and rich Viands crown d 

Whatever ſprightly Juice or taſteful Food 

On the green Boſom of this Earth are found, 

And al! ol“ Ocean genders in his round: 

Some Hand unſeen theſe filently diſplay d, 

Even undemanded by a Sign or Sound ; 

You need but wiſh, and, inſtantly obey'd, 
Fair-rang'd the Diſhes roſe, and thick the Glaſſes play'd. 

| XXXV. 


| 


Bl 
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XXXV. 


Here Freedom reign'd, without the leaſt alloy ; 


Nor Goſſip's Tale, nor ancient Maiden's gall, 


Nor faintly Spleen durſt murmur at our joy, 
And with envenom'd Tongue our pleaſure pall. 
For why ? there was but one great Rule for all; 
To wit, that each ſhould Work bis own deſire, 
And eat, driuk, ſtudy, fleep, as it may fall, 
Or melt the Time in Love, or wake the Lyre, 


ie. And carol what, unbid, the Muſes might inſpire. 


1d; 


XXXVI. 


The Rooms with coſtly Tapeſtry were hurg. 
Where was inwoven many a gentle Tale; 
Such as of old the rural Poets ſung, 

Or of Arcadian or Sicilian vale : 

Reclining Lovers, in the lonely Dale, 


Pour'd forth at large the ſweetly-tortured Heart; 


Or ſighing tender paſſion, ſwell'd the Gale, 
And taught charm'd Echo to reſound their ſmart; 


While Flocks, Woods, Streams, around, Repoſe and- 


Peace impart. 


XXXVII. 
Thoſe pleas'd the moſt, where, by a cunning Hand, 
Depainted was the patriarchal Age; 
What Time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee Land, 
And paſtur'd on from verdant Stage to Stage, 
Where Fields and Fountains freſh could beit engage. 
Toil was not then. Of nothing took they heed, | 
But with wild Beaſts the ſilvan War to wage, 
And o'er vaſt Plains their Herds and Flocks to feed 


y'd. Bleit Sons of Nature they ! true golden Age indeed! 


XV. 


N 5 XXXVIII, 
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XXXVIIT. w 


Sometimes the Pencil, in cool Airy halls, 

Bade the gay bloom of vernal Landſkips riſe, 

Or Autumn's varied Shades imbrown the Walls : 

Now the black Tempeft ſtrikes the aſtoniſh'd Eyes; 

Now down the Steep the flaſhing Torrent flies ; 

The trembling Sun now plays o'er Ocean blue, 

And now rude Mountains frown amid the Skies ; 

Whate'er Lorrain light-touch'd with ſoftening hue, 
Or Savage Ræſa daſh'd, or learned Pouſin drew. 


XXXIX. w 


Each ſound too here to languiſhment inclin'd, 
Lull'd the weak Boſom, and induced Eaſe, 
Aerial Muſic in the warbling Wind, 
At diſtance riſing oft, by ſmall degrees, 
Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the Trees 
It hung, and breath'd ſuch foul diflolving Airs, 
As did, alas ! with ſoft Perdition pleaſe : 
Entangled deep in its enchanting Snares, 

The liſtening Heart forgot all Duties and all Cares. 


— aac >a " nw” YR me m Og” ” 4 


. An 


A certain Mufic, never known before, 
Here lull'd thep enſive melancholy Mind; 
Full eafily obtain d. Behoves no more, 


But fidelong, to the gently-waving Wind, 2 
To lay the well tun'd Inſtrument reclin'd ; a 
From which, with airy flying Fingers light, the 
Beyond each mortal Touch the moſt refin'd, lien 


The 
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The God of Winds drew Sounds of deep Delight: 
| Whence, with juſt Cauſe, * The Harp of Eolus it bight. 


XLI. 


Ah me! what Hand can touch the Strings fo fine; 
Who up the lofty Diapaſan roll 

Such ſweet, ſuch ſad, ſuch ſolemn Airs divine, 
Then let them down again into the Soul ? 


Now riſing Love they fand; now pleaſing dole 
They breath d, in tender Muſings, through the Heart; 
And now a graver ſacred Strain they ſtole, 
As when ſeraphic Hands an Hymn impart : 
Wild warbling Nature all, above the reach of Art ! 


XLII. 


Such the gay Splendor, the luxurious State, 
Of Caliphs old, who on the Tygris' Shore, 
In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 
Held their bright Court, where was of Ladies tore, 
And Verſe, Love, Muſic ſtill the Garland wore : 
When Sleep was coy, Þ the Bard, in waiting there, 
Chear'd the lone Midnight with the Muſe's lore ; 
Compoſing Muſic bade his Dreams be fair, 

And Muſic lent new. Gladneſs to the Morning Air. 

XLIII. 


* This is not an imagination of the Author ; there being 
in Fact ſuch an Inſtrument, called Molus's Harp, which 
auben placed againſt a little ruſhing or current of Air pro- 
duces the effet here deſcribed. 

+ The Arabian Caliphs had Poets among the Officers of 
their Court whoſe Office it was to do what is here men- 
tioned, | 
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XLIII. 


Near the pavilions where we ſlept, ſtill ran 

Soft tinkling Streams, and daſhing Waters fell, 
And ſobbing Breezes ſigh' d, and oft began 

(So work'd the Wizard) wintry Storms to ſwell, 
As Heaven and Earth they would together mel : 
At Doors and Windows, threatening, ſeem'd to call 
The Demons of the Tempeſt, growling fell, 

Yet the leaſt Entrance found they none at all ; 


Whence ſweeter grew our Sleep, ſecure in maſly Hall, 


XLIV. 


And hither Morpheus ſent his kindeſt dreams. 
Raiſing a World ot gayer TinG and grace; | 
O er which were ſhadowy caſt elyfian gleanir, 
That play dy in waving Lights, from place to place, | 
And ſhed a roſeate ſmile on Nature's face. 
Not Titian's pencil e er could fo Array, 

So Fleece with Clouds the pure etherial ſpace ; 
Ne could it e er ſuch melung forms diſplay, 
As looſe on flowery Beds all languiſhingly lay. 


XLV. 


No fair Illuſions! artful Phantoms, no 

My Muſe will not attempt your fairy-land : 

She has no Colours that like you can glow ; 

Fo catch your vivid Scenes too groſs her hand. 

But ſure at is, was ne'er a ſubtler band 

Tnan theſe ſame guileful angel-ſeeming Sprights, 
Who thus in Dreams, voluptuous, ſoft, and bland, 
Pour'd all th' Aralian Heaven upon our nights, 
And bleſo'd them oft beſides with more refin d delights. 


XLVI. 


ce, | 
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XLVI. 


They were in ſooth a moſt enchanting train, 
Even feigning Virtue; ſkilful to unite 
With evil good, and ſtrew with Pleaſure pain. 


But for thoſe Fiends, whom Blood and Broils delight ; 


Who hurl the wretch, as if to Hell outright, 
Down down black Gulphs, where ſullen Waters ſleep, 


Or hold him clambering all the fearful Night 
On beetling Cliffs, or pent in Ruins deep: 


They,till duetime ſhould ſerve, were bid far hence to keep. 


XLVII. 


Ve guardian Spirits, to whom Man is dear, 

From theſe foul Demons ſhield the midnight gloom ; 
Angels of. Fancy and of Love, be near, 

And or the blank of Sleep diffuſe a bloom: 

Evoke the ſacred Shades of Greece and Rome, 

And let them Virtue with a look impart : 

But chief, a while O lend us from the Tomb 

Thoſe long-loſt Friends for whom in Love we ſmart, 


And fill with pious awe and joy- mixt woe the Heart. 


XLVIII. 


Or are you ſportive——— Zid the Morn of youth 
Riſe to new light, and beam afreſtr the Days 

Cf innocence, ſimplicity, and truth ; 

To cares eſtrang' d, and Manhood's thorny ways. 
What tranſport, to retrace our boyiſh plays, 

Our eaſy bliſs, when each thing joy ſupply'd.; 

The Woods, the Mountains, and the warbling maze 
Of the wild brooks! But, fondly wandering wide, 


My Muſe, reſume the Tafk that yet doth ghee abide. 


XLIX. 
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XLIX. 


One great amuſement of our Houſhold was, 
In a huge cryſtal magic Globe to ſpy, 

Still as you turn'd it, all things that do pafs 
Upon this ant-hill Earth; where conſtantly 
Of idly buſy Men the reſtleſs Fry 

Run buſtling to and fro with fooliſh haſte, 

In ſearch of pleaſures Vain that from them fly, 
Or which obtain'd the Caitiffs dare not taſte : 


When nothing is enjoy'd, can there be greater waſte ? 


L. 


Of warity the Mirror This was call'd. 

Here you a muckworm of the Town might ſee, 
At his dull Deſk, amid his Legers ſtall'd, 

Eat up with carking care and penurie ; 


| Moſt like to Carcaſe parch'd on Gallow-tree. 
A Penny ſaved is a Penny got : 


Firm to this ſcoundrel Maxim keepeth he, 
Ne of its rigour will he bate a jot, 
Till it has quench'd his Fire, and baniſhed his Pot. 


LI. 


Strait from the filth of this low Grub, behold ! 


Comes fluttering forth a gaudy ſpendthrift Heir, 
All gloſly gay. enamel'd all with Gold, 

The filly Tenant of the Summer- Air, 
In folly loſt, of nothing takes he care; 


Pimps, Lawyers, Stewards, Harlots, Flatterers vile, 


And thieving Tradeſmen him among them ſhare: 


His Father's Ghoſt from Limbo: lake, the while, 


Sees this, which more damnation does upon him pile. 


LII. 


If 
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LIL 


This Globe pourtray'd the race of learned Men, 
Still at their Books, and turning o'er the Page, 
Backwards and forwards : oft they ſnatch the Pen, 
As if inſpir'd, and in a Theſpian rage; 
Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage, 
Why, Authors, all this ſcrawl and ſeribbling ſore ? 
To loſe the preſent, gain the future Age, 
Praiſed to be when you can hear no more, 

And much enrich'd with fame when uſeleſs worldly ſtore. 


LUT. 


Then would a ſplendid City riſe to view, 
| With Carts, and Cars, and Coaches roaring all : 
Wide-pour'd abroad behold the giddy Crew ; 
See how they daſh along from Wall to Wall; 
At every Door, hark how they thundering call ! 
Good Lord! what can this giddy rout excite ; 
Why, on each other with fell Tooth to fall; 
A neighbour's Fortune, Fame, or Peace, to blight, 


LIV. 


The puzzling Sons of party next appear d, 
In dark Cabals and nightly Juntos met; 


And now they whiſper'd cloſe, now ſhrugging rear d 


Th' important Shoulder; then, as if to get 
New light, their twinkling Eyes were inward ſet. 
le No ſooner “ Lucifer recalls affairs, 
i. Than forth they various ruſh in mighty fret ; 
When lo! puſh'd up to Power, and erown d their Cares, 
In comes another ſet, and kicketh them down ſtairs. 


: LY. 
II. * The Merning Star. 


And make new tireſome Parties for the coming Night. 


of 
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LV. 


But what moſt ſhew'd the Vanity of Life, 

Was to beno!d the Nations all on Fire, 

In cruel broils engag'd, and deadly ftrife : 

Molt Chriſtian Kings, inflam'd by black deſire, 

Wita honourable Rufhans in their hire, 

Cauſe War to Rage, and blood around to pour: 

Of this ſad Work when each begins to tire, 

Ihey fit them down juſt where they were before, 
Till for new Scenes of woe Peace ſhall their force reſtore. 


LVL 


To Number up the thouſands dwelling here, 
An uſeleſs were, and eke an endleſs Taſk ; 
From Kings, and thoſe who at the Helm appear, 
To Gipſies brown in Summer glades who baſk. 
Yea many a Man perdie I could unmaſk, 
MV hoſe Deſk and Table make a folzran ſhow, 
With Tape ty'd trait, and ſuits of Fools that aſk 
For Place or Penſion, laid in decent row ; 

But theſe I paſſen by, with nameleſs Numbers moe. 


LVII. 


Of all the gentle Tenants of the place, 
There was a Man of ipecial grave remark : 
A certain tender Gloom o'erſpread his Face, 
Penſive not ſad, in thought involv'd not dark, 


As ſoot this Man could ſing as Morning-Lark, - 
And teach the nobleſt Morals of the Heart: 


But theſe his Talents were ybury'd ſtark ; 
Of the fine Stores he nuthing would impart, 
Which: or boon Nature gave, or nature painting Art. 
| LVIII. 


vs 
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LVIII. 


To noontide Shades incontinent he ran, 

Where purls the Brook with ſleep- inviting Sound ; 

Or when Dan Sol to ſlope his Wheels began, 

Amid the Broom he baſk'd him on the Ground, 

Where the wild Thyme and Camomoil are found: 

There would he linger, till the lateſt ray 

Of Light ſat trembling on the welkin's bound' 

Then homeward through the twilight ſhadows ſtray, 
Sauntering and flow. So had he paſſed many a Day. 


: LIX. 


Yet not in thoughtleſs Slumber were they paſt : 

For oft the heavenly Fire, that lay conceal'd 
Beneath the fleeping Embers, mounted faſt, 

And all its native Light anew reveal'd : 

Oft as he travers'd the cerulean Field, 

And markt the Clouds that drove before the Wind, 
Ten Thouſand glorious ſyſtems would he build, 

Ten Thouſand great Ideas fill'd his Mind; 

Baut with the Clouds they fled, and left no tract behind. 


LX. 


With him was fometimes join'd, in filent Walk, 


(Profoundly filent, for they never ſpoke) 


One ſhyer ſtill, who quite deteſted talk : 


Oft, ſtung by Spleen, at once away he broke, 
To groves of Pine, and broad o'erſhadowing Oak ; 
There, inly thrill'd, he wander'd all alone, 
And on himſelf his penſive fury wroke, 
Ne ever utter'd Word, ſave when firſt ſhone 
The glittering Star of Eve—** Thank heaven! the Day 
is done. 


1 2, ahi W — —. 
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LXI. 


Here lurk'd a wretch, who had not erept abroad 
For forty Years, ne face of mortal ſeen; 

In Chamber brooding like a loathly Toad: 

And ſure his Linnen was not very clean. 

Through ſecret loop holes, that had praQtis'd been 
Near to his Bed, his Dinner vile he took; 
Unkempt, and rough, of ſqualid Face and Mein, 
Our Caſtle's ſhame ! whence, from his filthy nook, 


We drove the Villain out for. fitter lair to look. 


LXII. 


One Day there chaunc'd into theſe Halls to rove 
A joyous Youth, who took you at firſt ſight ; 
Him the wild wave of Pleaſure hither drove, 
Before the ſprightly tempeſt toſſing Light: 
Certes, he was a moſt engaging wight, 

Of ſocial Glee, and wit humane though keen, 
Turning the Night to Day and Day to Night: 
For him the merry Bells had rung, I ween, 


If in this nook of quiet Bells had ever been. 


LXIII. 


But not even Pleaſure to exceſs is good: 
What moſt elates then ſinks the Soul as low : 
When Spring-tide Joy pours in with copious Flood, 
The higher till th' exulting Billows flow, 
The farther back again they flagging go, 
And leave us groveling on the dreary Shore : 
Taught by this ſon of Joy, we found ito ; 
Who, whilſt he ſtaid, kept in a gay Uproar 


Our madden'd Caſtle all, th abode of Sleep no more. 
LXIV. 
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LXIV. 


As when in prime of June a burniſh'd Fly, 

Sprung from the Meads, o'er which he ſweeps along, 

Chear'd by the breathing bloom and vital Sky, 

Tunes up amid theſe airy halls his Song, 

Soothing at firſt the gay repoſing throng : 

And oft he ſips their Bowl; or nearly drown'd, 

| He, thence recovering, drives their Beds among, 
And ſcares their tender Sleep, with trump profound ; 

Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round. 


LXV. 


Another Gueſt there was, of ſenſe refin'd, 

Who felt each worth, for every worth he had 

Serene yet warm, humane yet firm his Mind, 

| As little touch'd as any Man's with bad: nf 
Him through their inmoſt walks the Muſes lad, 0 
To him the ſacred love of Nature lent, A 
And ſometimes would he make our Valley glad; ? 
Whenas we found he would not here be pent, =_ 

To him the better ſort this friendly Meſſage ſent. ' 


LXVI. 


« Come, dwell with us ! true Son of Virtue, come 
« But if, alas! we cannot thee perſuade, 
To lie content beneath our peaceful Dome, 
, Ne ever more to quit our quiet Glade ; 
« Yet when at laſt thy Toils but ill apaid 
« Shall dead thy Fire, and damp its heavenly Spark, 
Thou wilt be glad to ſeek the rural ſhade, 
« There to indulge the Muſe, and nature mark : 
„ We then a Lodge for thee will rear in HacLEY- 
| % Pann.” 


LXVII. 
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Here whilom ligg'd th' Esorus ® of the Age; 

But call'd by Fame, in ſoul ypricked deep, 

A noble pride reſtor'd him to the Stage, 

And rous'd him like a Gyant from his Sleep. 

ö Even from his Slumbers we advantage reap : 
With double Force th' enliven'd Scene he wakes, 
Vet quits not nature's Bounds. He knows to k 
Each due decorum : Now the Heart he ſhakes, 

And now with well-urg'd Senſe tt'enlighten'd Judg- 

ment takes. | | 
LXVIII. 


A Bard here dwelt, more fat than Bard beſeems; 
+ Who void of Envy, guile, and luſt of gain, 
On virtue ſtill, and nature's pleaſing Themes, 
Pour d forth his unpremeditated ftrain : 
The world forſaking with a calm Diſdain 
Here lauyh'd he careleſ> in his eaſy Seat; 
Here quaff'd encircled with the joyous Train, 
Oft moralizing Sage : his Ditty ſweet 

He loathed much to write, ne cared io repeat. 


LXIX. 


Full oft by holy Feet our ground was trod, 
Of Clerks good plenty here you mote eſpy, 
A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 
Was one I chiefly mark'd among the Fry: 
He had a roguiſh twinkle in his Eye, 
And ſhone all glittering with ungodly Dew, 
If a tight Damſel chaunc'd to trippen by; 
Which when obſerv'd, he ſhrunk into his Mew, 
And ſtrait would recollect his Piety anew. LXX. 
Mr. Quin. | 
+ The following Lines of this Stanza were <v1it by a 
Friend of the Author. 
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LAX. 


Nor be forgot a Tribe, who minded nought 

(Old Inmates of the place) but ſtate-affairs : 

They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought; 

And on their Brow ſat every nation's Cares. 

The World by them is parcel'd out in Shares, 

When in the Hall of Smoak they congreſs hold, 

And the ſage berry ſun-burnt Mocha bears 

Has clear'd their inward Eye: then, ſmoak-enroll'd, 
Their Oracles break forth myſterious as of old. 


LXXT. 


Here languid Beauty kept her pale-fac'd Court : 
Bevies of dainty Dames, of high Degree, 
| From every quarter hither made reſort ; 
Where, from groſs mortal careand bufineſs free, 
They lay, pour'd out in Eaſe and Luxury. 
Or ſhould they a vain ſhew of work aſſume, 
Alas! and well-a-day ! what can it be? 
To knot, to twiſt, to range the vernal Bloom ; 
But far is caſt the Diſtaff, Spinning-Wheel, and Loom. 


LXXII. 


Their only Labour was to kill the Time; 
And labour dire it is, and weary Woe. 
They fit, they loll, turn o'er ſome idle Rhyme ; 
Then, riſing ſudden, to the Glaſs they go, 
| Or ſaunter forth, with tottering Step and flow : 
This ſoon too rude an Exerciſe they find; 
X Strait on the Couch their Limbs again they throw, 
5 Where hours on haurs they ſighing lie reclin'd, ; 
| And court the vapoury god ſoft-breathing in the Wind. 


| LXXIIL 
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Now muſt I mark the Villainy we found, | 
But ah! too late, as ſhall eftſoons be ſhewn. 
A place here was, deep, dreary, under Ground ; 
Where ſtill our Inmates, when unpleafing grown, 
Diſeas'd, and loathſome, privily were thrown. 
Far from the light of Heaven, they languiſh'd there, 
Unpity'd uttering many a bitter Groan ; | 
For of theſe Wretches taken was no Care : | 
Fierce friends, and hags of Hell, their only Nurſe; | 
were. | 


LXXIV. 


Alas! the change! from ſcenes of Joy and Reſt, 
To this dark Den, where ſickneſs toſs d alway. 
Here Lethargy, with deadly Sleep oppreſt, | 
Stretch'd on his back, a mighty Lubbard, lay, 
Heaving his fides, and ſnored Night and Day; 
To ſtir him from his Traunce it was not Eath, 
And his half-open'd Eyne he ſhut ſtrait way: 
He led, I wot, the ſofteſt way to Death, | 
And taught withouten pain and ſtrife to yield the Breath. 


LXXV. 


Of Limbs enormous, but withal unſound, 
Soft-ſwoln and pale, here lay the Hydrop/ : 
Unwieldy man ; with belly monſtrous round, 
For ever fed with watery Supply ; 
For ſtill he drank, and yet he ftill was dry. 
And moping here did Hypochondria fit, 

Mother of Spleen, in Robes of varions dye, 
Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit; 

And ſome her frantic deem'd, and ſome her deem di 


Wit. 
LXXVI. | 
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LXXVI. 


A Lady proud ſhe was, of ancient Blood, 
Yet oft her Fear her Pride made crouchen low : 
She felt, or fancy'd in her fluttering Mood, 
All the Diſeaſes which the Spittles know, 
And ſought all Phyſick which the Shops beſtow, 
e, And ſtill new Leaches and new Drugs would try, 
| Her Humour ever wavering to and fro ; 
| For ſometimes ſhe would laugh, and ſometimes cry, 
es Then ſudden waxed wroth, and all ſhe knew not why. 


LXXVII. 


Faſt by her ſide a liſtleſs Maiden pin'd, 
With aching Head, and ſqueamiſh heart-burnings ; 
Pale, bloated, cold, ſhe ſeem'd to hate Mankind, l 
Yet lov'd in ſecret all forbidden Things. il 
And here the Tertian ſhakes his chilling Wings ; 1 
The ſleepleſs Gout here counts the crowing Cocks, i 
A Wolf now gnaws him, now a Serpent ſtings ; 
Whilſt Apoplexy cramm'd intemperance knocks 
Down to the Ground at once, as Butcher felleth Ox. 


— 


CanTtoll 


| 


e 


The Knight F Arts and Induſtry, 
And his Atchievements fair ; 


That, by this Caſtle's overthrow, 
Secur'd, and Crowned were, 


12 the Caſtle of the ſire of Sin, 

Ah! where ſhall I ſo ſweet a Dwelling find ? 
For all around, without, and all within, 
Nothing ſave what delightful was and kind, 

Of Goodneſs favouring and a tender Mind, 
E'er roſe to view. But now another Strain, 
Of doleful Note, alas! remains behind : 
I now muſt ſing of Pleaſure turn d to pain, 

And of the falſe inchanter InvoLEncs complain. 


Vor. I. O 
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IT. 


Is there no patron to protect the Muſe, 

And fence for her Parnaſſus barren Soil ? 

To every Labour its rewards accrues, 

And they are ſure of Bread who {wink and Moil ; 

Bat a fell Tribe th' Aonian hive deſpoil, 

As ruthleſs Waſps oft rob the painful Bee: 

Thus while the Laws not guard that nobleſt Toil, 

Ne for the Muſes other meed decree, | 
They praiſed are alone, and ftarve right merrily. BE 


III. 


I care not, Fortune, what you me deny : 
You cannot rob me of free nature's Grace ; 
You cannot ſhut the windows of the Sky, 
Through which Aurora ſhews her brightening Face; 
You cannot bar my conſtant Feet to trace 
The Woods and Lawns, by living Stream, at Eve: 
Let health my Nerves and finer Fibres brace, 
And I their Toys to the great Children leave : 
Of fancy, reaſon, virtue, nought can me Bereave. . 


IV. 


Come then, my Muſe, and raiſe a bolder Song; 
Come, lig no more upon the Bed of Sloth, 
Dravging the lazy languid Line along, 

Fond to begin, but ſtill to finiſh loth, 

Thy half-writ Scrolls all eaten by the Moth : 
Ariſe, and fing that generous inp of Fame, 
Who with the Sons of ſoftneſs nobly Wroth, 

To {weep away this human Lumber came, 


Or in a choſen Few to rouſe the lumbering Flame. Tl 


. 


ce; 
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V. 


In Fairy-Lond there liv'd a Knight of old, 
Of feature Stern, Selvaggio well yclep'd, 
A rough unpoliſh'd Man, robuſt and bold, 
But wondrous Poor : he neither Sow'd nor Reap'd, 
Ne Sores in Summer for cold Winter heap'd ; 
In Hunting all his Days away he wore ; 
Now ſcorch'd by June, now in November ſteep'd, 
Now pinch'd by biting January ſore, 
He ſtill in Woods purſu'd the Libbard and the Boar, 


VI. 


As he one Morning, long before the Dawn, 
Frick 'd through the Foreſt to diſlodge his Prey, 
Deep in the winding Boſom of a Lawn, 
With Wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's Ray, 
That from the beating Rain, and wintry fray, 
Did to a lonely Cott his ſteps decoy ; 
There, up to earn the needments of the Day, 
He found dame Poverty, nor fair nor coy : 
Her he compreſs d, and fill'd her with a luſty Boy. 


VII. 


Amid the green- wood Shade this Roy was bred, 

And grew at laſt a Knight of muchel Fame, 

Of active Mind and vigorous luſty hed, 

Tur KxicaT or ArTs axb I: DusTRY by name. 

Earth was his Bed, the Boughs his Roof did Frame ; 

He knew no Beverage but the flowing Stream ; 

His taſteful well-earn'd Food the filvan Game, 

Or the brown Fruit with which the wood-lands teem: 


The ſame to him glad Summer, or the Winter breme. 
O 2 | VIII. 
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VIII. 


So paſs'd his youthful Morning, void of Care, 
Wild as the Colts that through the commons run: 
For him no tender Parents troubled were, 

He of the Foreſt ſeem'd to be the Son, 

Arid Certes had been utterly undone ; 

But that Minerva pity of him took, 

With all the Gods that love the rural wonne, 
That teach to tame the Soil and rule the Crook; 


Ne did the ſacred Nine diſdain a gentle look. 


IX. 


Of fertile Genius him they nurtur'd well, 

In every Science, and in every Art, 

By which Mankind the thoughtleſs Brutes excel, 
That can or uſe, or joy, or grace impart, 
Diſcloſing all the powers of Head and Heart: 


Ne were the goodly Exerciſes ſpar'd, 


'I'hat brace the Nerves, or make the Limbs alert, 
And mix elaſtic Force with firmneſs hard : 


Was never Knight on ground Mote be with him com- 


par'd. 
X. 


Sometimes, with early Morn, he mounted Gay 
Ine hunter-ſtecd, exulting o'er the Dale, 

And drew the roſeat Breath of orient Day; 
Sometimes, retiring to the ſecret \ ale, 

Yclad in Steel, and bright with burniſh'd Mail, 
He ſtrain'd the Bow, or toſs'd the ſounding Spear, 
Or darting on the Goal outſtrip'd the gale, 

Or wueel'd the Chariot in its mid-career, 


Or ltrenuous wreſtled hard with many a tough compeer. 
XI. 
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XI. 


At other times he pry d through nature's Store, 

What'er ſhe in th' etherial round contains, 

What'er ſhe hides beneath her verdant Floor, 

The Vegetable and the Mineral reigns ; 

Or elſe he ſcann'd the Globe, thoſe ſmall Domains, 

Where reſtleſs mortals ſuch a Turmoil keep, 

Its Seas, its Floods, its Mountains, and its Plains ; 

But more he ſenreh'd the Mind, and rous'd from Slee 
Thoſe moral Seeds whence we heroic Actions reap, 


XII. 


Nor would he ſcorn to ſtoop from high purſuits 

Of heavenly Truth, and PraQtiſe what ſhe taught. 
Vain is the Tree of Knowledge without Fruits. 
Sometimes in hand the Spade or Plough he caught, 
Forth-calling all with which boon Earth is Fraught ; 


Sometimes he ply'd the ſtrong mechanic Tool, 
Or rear'd the Fabrick from the fineſt Draught ; 


And oft he put himſelf to Neptune's ſchool, 
Fighting with Winds and Waves on the vext ocean Pool. 


XIII. 


To ſolace then theſe rougher Toils, he try d 
To touch the kindling canvaſs into Life; 
With nature his creating Pencil vy'd, 
With nature joyous at the mimic ftrite : 
Or, to ſuch ſhapes as grac'd Prgmalion's Wife 
He hew'd the Marble; or, with vary'd fire, 
He rous'd the Trumpet and the martial fie, 
Or bade the Lute ſweet tenderneſs inſpire, 
Or Verſes fram'd that well might wake Apo/lo's Ly re. 
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XIV. 


Accompliſh'd thus he from the Woods iſſu'd, 
Full of great Aims, and bent on bold Emprize ; 
The work, which long he in his Breaſt had brew'd, 
Now to perform he arcient did devile ; 
To wit, a barbarous World to civilize. 
Earth was till then a boundleſs Foreſt wild; 
Nought to be ſeen but ſavage Wood, and Skies; 
No Cities nouriſh'd Arts, no Culture ſmil'd. 
No Government, no Laws, no gentle Manners mild. | 


XV. 


A rugged wight the worſt of Brutes, was Man: 

On his own wretched kind he, ruthleſs, prey d: 

The ſtrongeſt till the weakeſt over-ran ; 

In every Country mighty Robbers ſway'd, 

And guile and ruffian Force were all their Trade. 

Life was a ſcene of Rapine, Want, and Woe; 

Which this brave Knight, in noble anger, made 

To ſwear, he would the Raſcal rout o'erthrow, 
For, by the powers Divine, it ſhould no more be fo ! 


XVI. 


It would exceed the purport of my Song, 

To ſay how this beſt Fun, from orient Climes 
Came beaming Life and Beauty all along, 

Betore him chaſing indolence and crimes. 

Still as he paſs d, the nations he ſublimes, 

And calls forth Arts and Virtues with his ray: 
Then Egypt, Greece and Reme their olden times, 
Succeſſive, had; but now in Ruins grey 


They lie, to ſlaviſh ſloth and tyranny a Prey. 


XVII. 


VIE. 
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XVII. 


To crown: his toils, Sia IN Dus ra then ſpread 
The ſwelling fail, and made for Bait Alx's coaſt. 
A ſylvan Life till then the Natives led, 
In the brown Shades and green-wood Foreſt loſt, 
All careleſs rambling where it lik'd them moſt: 
Their wealth the wild-deer bouncing through the 
Glade ; 

They lodg'd at large, and liv'd at nature's coſt; 
Save Spear, and Bow, withouten other aid ; 

Yet not the Raman ſteel their naked breaſt diſmar'd. 


XVIII. 


He lik'd the ſoil, he lik'd the clement Skies, 
He lik d the verdant Hills and flowery Plains. 
Be this my great, my choſen Iſle (he cries) 
This, whilſt my labours LIBER Ty ſuſtains, 
This queen of Ocean all aſſault diſdains. 
Nor lik'd he leſs the genius of the Land, 
To Freedom apt and perſevering pains, 
Mild to Obey, and generous to Command, 
Temper'd by forming H: a ven with kindeſt firmeit hand. 


XIX. 


Here, by degrees, his maſter-work aroſe, 

Whatever Arts and Induſtry can frame ; 

Whatever finiſh'd Agriculture knows, 

Fair queen of Arts! from heaven itſelf who came, 

When En flouriſh'd in unſpotted fame: 

And ſtill with her ſweet innocence we find, 

And tender Peace, and Joys without a name. 
That, while they raviſh, tranquillize the mind: 
Nature and Art at once, delight and uſe combin'd. 

O4 XX. 
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XX. 


Then Towns he quicken'd by mechanic Arts, 
And bade the fervent City glow with Toil ; 

Bade ſocial Commerce riſe renowned Marts, 

Join Land to Land, and marry Soil to Soil, 

Unite the Poles, and without bloody ſpoil 

Bring home of either Id the gorgeous Stores; 
Or, ſhould deſpotic rage the world embroil, 

Bade tyrants Tremble on remoteſt Shores, 

While o'er th'encircling deep Britanria's thunder Roars, 


XXI. 


The drooping Muſes then he Weſtward call'd, 
From the fam d City ® by Propontick Sea, 


What time the Turk th'enfeebled Grecian thrall'd ; 
Thence from their cloiſter'd Walks he ſet them Free, 
And brought them to another Caſſalir, 
Where It mar y a famous nourſling breeds; 
Or where old Cam ſoft-paces o'er the Lea 
In penfive Mood, and tunes his Doric Reeds, 

The wlali his Flocks at large the lonely Shepherd feeds. 


XXII. 


Yet the fine Arts were what he finiſſi d leaſt. 
For why? They are the quinteſſence of all, 
The growth of labouring Time, and flow increaſt ; 
Unleſs, as ſeldom chances, it ſhould fall, 
| That mighty patrons the coy Sitters call 
Up to the Sun-ſhine of uncumber'd eaſe, 
Where no rude care the mounting Thought may thrall, 
And where they nothing have to do but Pleaſe : 
Ah! gracious God! thou know'ſt they aſk no other Fees, 
XXIII. g. 


| 
| 
' 
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XXIIT. 


But now, alas! we live too late in Time: 

Our Patrons now even grudge that little Claim, 

Except to ſuch as ſleek the ſoothing Rhyme ; 

And yet, forſooth, they wear Mzcenas' Name, 

Poor Sons of puft-up Vanity, not Fame. 

Unbroken Spirits, chear ! till, ſtill remains 

Th' Eternal Patron, LIBERTY; whole Flame, 

While ſhe protects, inſpires the nobleſt Strains, 
The beſt, and ſweeteſt far, are toil-created Gains. 


s, 


XXIV. 


Whenas the Knight had fram'd, in Ba ITAHN-LA vd, 
A matchleſs Form of glorious Government, 
þ In which the ſovereign Laws alone command, | 
Laws ſtabliſh'd by the public free Conſent, | 
Whoſe Majeſty is to the Sceptre lent ; | 
When this great Plan, with each dependant Art, | 
Was ſettled firm, and to his Heart's Content, 
ds. Then ſought he from the toilſome Scene to part, \ 

And let Life's vacant Eve breathe quiet thro the Heart. | 


XXV. 


For this he choſe a Farm in Dewva's Vale, 
; Where his long Alleys peep'd upon the Main. | 
In this calm Seat he drew the healthful Gale, 
Here mix'd the Chief, the Patriot, and the Swain. 
The happy Monarch of his ſylvan Train, 
all» | Here, fided by the Guardians of the Fold, 

He walk'd his Rounds, and chear'd his bleſt Domain: 

His Days, the Days of unſtain'd Nature, roll'd, 
Replete with Pcace and Joy, like Patriarch's of old. 

O 5 XXVI. 
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XXVI. 


Witneſs, ye lowing Herds, who gare him Milk; 
Witneſs, ye Flocks, whole woolly Veſtments far 
Exceed ſoft India's Cotton, or her Silk; 


Witneſs, with Autumn charg'd, the nodding Car, 


Fhat homeward came beneath ſweet Evening's Star, 


Or of September-Moons the Radiance mild. 
O hide thy Head, abominable War ! 
Of Crimes and Ruffian Idleneſs the Child! [Vild! 


From Heaven this Life yſprung, from Hell thy Glories 


XXVII. 


Nor from his deep Retirement baniſh'd was 

Th' amuſing Care of rural Induſtry. 

Still, as with grateful Change the Seaſons paſs, 

New Scenes arite, new Landſkips ſtrike the Eye, 

And all th' enliven'd Country beautify : 

Gay Plains extends where Marſhes ſlept before; 

O'er recent Meads th' exulung Streamlets fly; 

Dark frowning Heaths grow bright with Ceres' Store, 
And Woods imbrown the Steep, or wave along the Shore, 


XXVIII. 


As nearer to his Farm you made approach, 

He poliſh'd Nature with a finer Hand: 
Yet on her Beauties durſt not Art incroach ; 
»Tis Art's alone theſe Beauties to expand. 
In graceful Dance immingled, o'er the Land, 
Pan, Pales, Flora, and Pamona play d: 
Here too briſk Gales the rude wiid Common fan'd 
An happy Place; where free, and unafraid, 

Amid the tzowering Brakes each coyer Creature ſtray d. 


XXIXI 


The Cas T LE of IndoLtExce, 323 


XXIX. 


But in prime Vigour what can laſt for ay? 
That ſoul-enfeebling Wizard InvoLence, 

I whilom ſung, wrought in his Works decay: 
Spread far and wide was is curs'd Influence; 
Of public Virtue much Se dull'd the Senſe, 
Even much of private; eat our Spirit out, 
And fed our rank luxurious Vices ; whence 
The Land was overlaid with many a Lout; 


Not, as old Fame reports, wiſe, generous, bold and itout. 


XXX. 


A Rage of Pleaſure madden'd every Breaft, 

Down to the loweſt Lees the Ferment ran : 

To his licentious Wiſh each muſt be bleſt, 

With Joy be fever'd ; ſnatch it as be can. 

Thus ice the Standard rear d; her Arr er-ban 
Corruption call'd, and loud ſhe gave the Word, 
Mind, mind yourſelves! why ſhould the vulgar Man, 
The Lacquey be more virtuous than lis Lord? 
Enjoy this Span of Life! 'tis all the Gods afford.“ 


XXXI. 


The Tidings reach'd to where in quiet Hall, 

The good old Knight enjoy'd well-carn d Repoſe. 

« Come, come, Sir Knight! thy Children on thee call; 
«© Come, ſave us yet, ere Ruin round us cloſe ! 

% The Demon InpoLEeNce thy Toils oertarows.” 
On this the noble Colour ſtain'd his Cheeks, 
Indignant, glowing through the Whitening Snows 
Of venerable EId; his Eye full-ſpeaks 


His ardent Soul, and from his Couch at once he breaks. 


XXXII. 
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XXXII. 


IT will, (he cry d) fo help me, God! deſtroy 

That Villain Archimage.—His Page then ftrait 
He to him call'd, a fiery-footed Boy, 

Benempt Diſpatch. My Steed be at the Gate; 


My Bard attend; quick, bring the Net of Fate.” 


This Net was twiſted by the Siſters three: 

Which when once caſt o'er harden'd Wretch, too late 
Repentance.comes : replevy cannot be 

From the ſtrong iron Graſp of vengeful Deſtiny. 


XXXIII. 


He came, the Bard, a little Druid-wight, 

Of wither'd Aſpect; but his Eye was keen, 
With ſweetneſs mix d. In ruſſet Brown bedight, 
As is his * Siſter of the Copſes green, 

He crept along, unpromiſing of Mien, 

Groſs he who judges ſo. His Soul was fair, 
Bright as the Children of yon azure Sheen. 
True Comelineſs, which nothing can impair, 


Dwells in the Mind: all elſe is Vanity and Glare. 
XXXIV. 


Come, (quoth the Knight) a Voice has reach'd mine 
The Demon InDoLExCE threats overthrow [Ear: | 


To all that to Mankind is good and dear: 
Come, Puiroutrus; let us inſtant go, 
O'erturn his Bowers, and lay his Caſtle low. 


Thoſe Men, thoſe wretched Men! who gui be Slaves, 


Mult drink a bitter wrathful Cup of Woe: 
But ſome there be, thy Song, as from their Graves, 


Shall raiſe, Thrice happy he! who without Rigour ſaves, 
XXXV. 


®* The Nightingale. 
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XXXV. 


Iſſuing forth, the Knight beſtrode his Steed, 

Of ardent Bay, and on whoſe Front a Star 

Shone blazing bright : ſprung from the generous Breed 
That whirl of active Day the rapid Car, 

He pranc'd along, diſdaining Gate or Bar. 

Mean time, the Bard on milk-white Palfrey rode ; = 
An honeſt ſober Beaſt, that did not mar Ml 
His Meditations, but full ſoftly trode : . 


And much they moraliz' d as thus yfere they yode. 9 | 


Sweet Airs and Song; and without hurry all ſeem'd g/ad. 


XXXVI. 


They talk'd of Virtue, and of human Bliſs. "ij 
What elſe ſo fit for Man to ſettle well ? | "% 
And ſtill their long Reſearches met in this, 

This Truth of Truths, which nothing can refel : 
„From Virtue's Fount the pureſt Joys out-well, 

«« SweetRills of Thought that chear the conſciousSoul; 
While Vice pours forth the troubled Streams of Hell, 
* The which, howe'er diſguis'd, at laſt with dole 
Will thro the tortur'd Breaſt their fiery Torrent roll. 


XXXVII. 


At length it dawn'd, that fatal Valley gay, Crear; 
O'er which high wood-crown'd Hills their Summits 
On the cool Height awhile our Palmers ſtay, 

And ſpite even of themſelves their Senſes chear ; 
Then to the Vivard's Wonne their Steps they ſteer. 
Like a green Iſle, it broad beneath them ſpred, 

With Gardens round, and wandering Currents clear, 
And tufted Groves to ſhade the Meadow-bed, 


XXXVIII. 
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XXXVIII. 


« As God ſhall judge me, Knight, we muſt forgive 


„(The half enraptur'd Py1LomeLvs cry'd) 


ec 


« The frail good Man deluded here to live, 

« And in theſe Groves his muſing Fancy hide. 

% Ah! nought is pure. It cannot be deny'd, 

« That Virtue ſtill ſome Tincture has of Vice, 

« And Vice of Virtue. What ſhould then betide, 
„Hut that our Charity be not too nice? 

Come, let us thoſe we can to real Bliſs entice; 


XXXIX. 


Ay, ficker, (quoth the Knight) all Fleſh is frail, 
« To pleaſant Sin and joyous Dalliance bent; 
« But let not brutiſh Vice of this avail, 

« And think to ſcape deſerved Puniſhment: 

« Tuſtice were ciuel weakly to relent ; 

« From Mercy's ſelf ſhe got her ſacred Glaive : 
« Grace be to thoſe who can; and will, repent ; 
« But Penance long, and dreary, to the Slave, 
Who muſt in Floods of Fire his groſs foul Spirit lave. 


XL. 


Thus, holding his Diſcourſe, they came to where 
The curſed Carle was at his wonte d Trade; 

S ill tempting heedleſs Men into his Snare, 

In witching wiſe ; as I before have ſaid. 

But when he ſaw, in goodly Geer array d, 

The grave majeſtic Knight approaching nigh, 
And by his Side the Bard fo tage and ſtaid, 

His Countenance fell; yet oft his anxious Eye 


Mark d them, like wily l ox who rooſed Cock doth ſpy. 


XLI. 
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XLI. 


Nathleſs, with feign'd Reſpect, he bade give back 
The Rabble rout, and welcom'd them full kind; 
Struck with the noble Twain, they were not ſlack 
His Orders to obey, and fall behind. 
Then he reſum'd his Song ; and, unconfin'd, | 
Pour'd all his Muſic, ran through all his Strings: " 
With magic Dutt their Eyne he tries to blind, bn 
And Virtue's tender Airs o'er weakneſs flings. 44 
What Pity baſe his Song who ſo divinely ſings ! 


XLII. 


Elate in Thought, he counted them his own, 
They liſten'd ſo intent with fix d Delight: 
But they inſtead, as if tranſmew'd to Stone, 
Marvel'd he could with ſuch ſweet Art unite 
The Lights and Shades of Manners, wrong and right. 
Mean Time, the ſilly Croud the Charm devour, il 
Wide preſſing to the Gate. Swift, on the Knight ' 
He darted fierce, to drag him to his Bower, [Power. | 


Who backning ſhun'd his Touch, for well he knew its id 


XIII. bi 


As in throng'd Amphitheatre, of old, 

The wary *:Retiarius trap'd his Foe; 

Even ſo the Knight, returning on him bold, 

At once involv'd him in the Net of Woe, 

Whereof I mention made not long ago. 

Inrag'd at firſt, he ſcorn'd ſo weak a Jail, 

And leapt, and flew, and fluunced to and fro ; 1 

But when he found that nothing could avail, 4 
He ſat him felly down and gnaw'd his bitter Nail. | 


* { Gladiator, wwho mad: uſe of a Net, awhich he threw 
ever his Aaverſary. XLIV. 
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XLIV. 


Alarm'd, th' inferior demons of the Place 
Rais'd rueful Shrieks and hideous Yells around ; 
Black ſtormy Clouds deform'd the welkin's Face, 


And from beneath was heard a wailing ſound, 


As of infernal Sprights in Cavern bound ; 

A ſolemn ſadneſs every Creature ſtrook, 

And Lightnings flaſh'd, and Horror rock'd the ground, 
Huge crouds on crouds out pour'd,with blemiſh'd look, 


As if on 'Time's laſt Verge this Frame of Things had 


[ſhook. 
XLV. 


Soon as the ſhort-liv'd Tempeſt was yſpent, 
Steam'd from the Jaws of vext Avernus' hole, 

And huſh'd the Hubbub of the rabblement, 

Sir INDUST&Y the firſt calm Moment ſtole. 
„There muſt, (he cry'd) amid ſo vaſt a Shoal, 

« Be ſome who are not tainted at the Heart, 
Not poiſon'd quite by this ſame Villain's bowl : 

« Come then, my bard, thy heavenly fire impart ; 
Touch Soul with Soul, till forth the latent Spirit ſtart. 


XLVI. 


The Bard obey d; and taking from his Side, 
Where it in ſeemly Sort depending hung, 

His Briti44 Harp, its ſpeaking Strings he try d. 
The which with ſkilful Touch he defy ſtrung, 
Till tinkling in clear Symphony they rung. 
Then, as he felt the Muſes come along, 


Light o'er the Chords his raptur'd Hand be flung, 
Aud play'd a prelude to his riſing Song : 


The whillt, like midnight Mute, ten thouſands round 


him throng, 3 


(0 
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XLVII. 


Thus, ardent, burſt his Strain. 
Ve hapleſs Race, 

«*« Dire-labouring here to ſmother Reaſon's Ray, 

That Lights our Maker's Image in our Face, 

And gives us wide o'er Earth unqueſtion'd Sway; 

What is th' ador'd sUygEME PERFECTUN, ſay ? 

What, but eternal never-reſting Soul, 

« Almighty Power, and all- directing Day; 

« By whom each Atom ſtirs, the Planets roll; 

Who fills, ſurrounds, informs, and agitates the M hole. 


XLVIII. 


« Come, to the beaming Gop your Hearts unfold ! 
*« Draw from its Fountain Life! Tis thence, alone, 
„Wie can excel. Up from unfeeling Mold, 


To Seraphs burning round th'ALutcaTy's Thrones 


«6 


« Life riſing till on Life, in higher Tone, 

« Perfection forms, and with Perfection Bliſs. 

« [n univerſal Nature this clear ſhewn, 

© Not needeth Proof: To prove it were, I wis, 


To prove the beauteous World excels the brute Abyſs. 


XLIX. 


&« Ts not the Field, with lively Culture green, 

« A ſight more joyous than the dead Morals ? 

„ Do not the Skies, with active ether clean, 

« And fan'd by ſprightly Zephirs, far ſurpaſs 
The foul November-fogs, and ſlumbrous Maſs, 
« With which ſad Nature veils her drooping Face? 


« Does not the Mountain-ſtream, as clear as Glaſs, 


« Gay-dancing on, the putrid Pool diſgrace ? 


« The {ame in all holds true, but chief in human Race 


L. 


_—  — 
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L. 

« Tt was not by vile loitering in eaſe, 
That Greece obtain'd the brighter palm of Art, 
T bat ſoft yet ardent Ar nEN s learn'd to pleaſe, 
To keen the Wit, and to ſublime the Heart, 

In all ſupreme ! compleat in every part! 

It was not thence majeſtic Row aroſe, 

And o'er the Nations ſhook her conquering dart: 
For Sluggard's brow the laurel never grows; 
Renown is not the Child of indolent repoſe, 


LT. 


« Had unambitious Mortals minded nought, 
But in looſe Joy their Time to wear away ; 
Had they alone the Lap of dalliance ſought, 
„ Pleas'd on her Pillow their dull Heads to lay, 
Rude Nature's State had been our State To day; 
« No Cities e'er their towery Fronts had rais'd, 
*« No Arts had made us opulent and gay; 
Wich Brother-Brutes the human Race had graz'd ; 
None e' er had ſoar'd to Fame, none Honour'd been, 
none prais d. 
LII. 
« Great Homer's Song had never fir d the breaſt 
&« To thirſt of Glory, and heroic Deeds ; 
« Sweet Max o's Muſe, ſunk in inglorious reſt, 
Flad filent Slept amid the Mircian Reeds: 
« The Wits of modern Time had told their beads, 
« And monkiſh Legends been their only ſtrains ; 
« Our MiLTon's Eden had lain wrapt in Weeds, 
« Our SyakEsPEar ftroll'd and laugh'd with War- 
avick Swains, 


Ne had my Maſter SrensER charm'd his Mulla's 
plains. 


LI 


[* 
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EH. 


* Dumb too had been the ſage hiſtoric Muſe, 
« And periſh'd all the Sons of antient fame; 


* Thole ſtarry lights of Virtue, that diffuſe 


33k 


Through the dark depth of Time their vivid flame» 
Had all been loſt with ſuch as have no Name. 
Who then had ſcorn'd his eaſe for others' good? 


* Who then had toil'd rapacious Men to tame ? 
Who in the publick breach devoted ſtood ? 


« And for his Country's cauſe been prodigal of blood ? 


LIV. 


« But ſhould to fame your Hearts unfeeling be, 


lf right I read, you pleaſure all require: 


« Then hear how beſt may be obtain'd this fee, 


* How beſt enjoy'd this Nature's wide deſire. 
« Toll, and be glad! let induſtry inſpire 


* Into your quicken'd Limbs her buoyant breath: 


Who does not Act is dead; abſorpt entire 
„In miry Slath, no pride no joy he bath : 


« O Leacen hearted Men, to be in Love with death! 


LV. 


« Ah! what avail the largeſt gifts of Heaven, 
« When drooping Health and Spirits go amifs 7 


„% How taſteleſs then whatever can be given? 
„ Health is the vital principle of bliſs, 
And exerciſe of Health. In proof of this, 


„ Behold the Wretch, who ſlugs his Life away, 


Soon ſwallow'd in diſeaſe's ſad Abyſs ; 


While he whom Toil has brac'd, or manly play, 
« Has lightas Air each Limb, each thought as clear as 


day. 


LVI. 
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LVI. 


O who can Speak the vigorous joys of health 
++ Unclogg'd the Body, unobſcur'd the Mind: 
The Morning riſes gay, with pleaſing ſtealth, 
The temperate Evening falls ſerene and kind. 
In health the wiſer Brutes true gladneſs find. 
See]! how the Younglings friſk along the Meads, 
* As May comes on, and wakes the balmy Wind ; 
„ Rampaat with Life, their joy all joy exceeds ; 
Yet what but high ſtrung Health this dancing plea- 
ſaunce breeds? 


LVII. 


% But here, inſtead, is foſter d every ill, 

« Which or diſtemper'd Minds or Bodies know. 

« Come then, my kindred Spirits! do not ſpill 

« Your Talents here. This Place is but a ſhew, 

« Whoſe charms delude you to the Den of woe: 

« Come, follow me, I will dire& you right, 

« Where pleaſure's Roſes, void of Serpents, grow, 
« Sincere as ſweet ; come, follow this good knight, 


And you will bleſs the Day that brought him to your 
fight. 


LVIII. 


*« Some he will lead to Courts, and ſome to Camps; 
« To Senates ſome, and public ſage Debates, 

« Where, by the ſolemn gleam of Midnight Lamps, 
© The World is pois'd, and manag'd mighty States; 
To high diſcovery ſome, that new- creates 

« The face of Earth; ſome to the thriving mart ; 

« Some to the rural Reign, and ſofter Fates: 

« To the ſweet Muſes ſome, who raiſe the Heart : 


% All glory ſhall be yours, all nature, and all Art. 


LIX. 


The CASTLE of IN pol EN 333 


LIX. 


«+ There are, I ſee, who liſten to my lay, 

* Who wretched ſigh for Virtue, but deſpair. 

* All may be done, (methinks I hear them fay) 
Even Death deſpis'd by generous Actions fair; 
« All, but for thoſe who to theſe Bowers repair, 
Their every Power diſſolv'd in Luxury, 

** To quit of torpid fluggiſhneſs the Lair, 
And from the powerful Arms of Sloth get free. | 
'Tis riſing from the Dead—Alas !—It cannot be 'y 


LX. 


« Would you then learn to diſſipate the band 
Of theſe huge threatning difficulties dire, 
That in the weak Man's way like Lions ſtand, 
His Soul appall, and damp his riſing Fire? 

+ Reſolve, reſolve, and to be Men aſpire. 
Exert that nobleſt privilege, alone, 


Here to Mankind indulg'd : controul defire : 
Let godlike Reaſon, from her ſovereign Throne, 
Speak the commanding Word - Iwill and it isdone. 


LXI. 


© Heavens! can you then thus waſte, in ſhameful wiſe, 

«« Your few important Days of Tryal here? 

«+« Heirs of Eternity! yborn to riſe 

« Through endleſs States of being, ſtill more near 

To Bliſs approaching, and perfection clear, 

Can you renounce a Fortune ſo ſublime, 
Such glorious Hopes, your backward Steps to ſteer, 

« And roll, with vileſt Brutes, throvughMud andSlime? 


« No! no!—Your heaven-touch'd Hearts diſdain the 
ſordid crime! 


— 


LXII. 
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LXII. 
« Enough! enough ! they cry d“ —ſtrait, from the 
Croud, 

The better ſort on Wings of Tranſport fly. 

As when amid the lifeleſs Summits proud 

Of Alpine Cliffs, where to the gelid Sky 

Snows pil'd on Snows in wintry Torpor lie, 

The rays Divine of vernal Phebus play ; 

Th' awaken'd Heaps, in Streamlets from on high, 

| Rous'd into Action, lively leap away, | 
Glad-warbling through the Vales, in their new Being 


Bay. 


— 02 — —— 


LXIII. 


Not lefs the Life, the vivid Joy ſerene, 
That lighted up theſe new-created Men, 
'Than that which Wings th' exulting Spirit clean, 
When, juſt deliver'd from this fleſhly Den, 
It ſoaring ſeeks its native Skies agen. 
How light its Eſſence ! how urclogg'd its Powers, 
Beyond the blazon of my mortal Pen ! 
Even fo we glad forſook theſe ſinful Bowers, 
Even ſuch enraptur'd Life, ſuch energy was ours. 1 


LXIV. 


But far the greater Part, with Rage inflam'd, 
Dire-mutter'd Curſes, and blaſphem'd high Jove. 
„Ve Sons of hate! (They bitterly exclaim'd) 
What brought you to this ſeat of Peace and Love? 
While with kind Nature, here amid the Grove, 
„We paſs' d the harmleſs Sabbath of our Time, | 
«© What to diſturb it could, fell Men, emove | 
*« Your barbarous Hearts? Is happineſs a Crime? | 


© Thendo the Fiends of Hell rule in you Heaven ſub- | J 
lime, 


XLIX. 
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LXV. | 
Ve impious wretches, (quoth the Knight in wrath 
* Your happineſs behold !'”'— Then ſtrait a Wand 
He wav'd, an anti-magic Power that hath, 
| Truth from illuſive falſhood to command. 
| Sudden the Landſkip ſinks on every Hand; 
| The pure quick Streams are marſhy Puddles found ; 
| On baleful Heaths the Groves all blacken'd ſtand ; 


And, o'er the weedy foul abhorred ground, | 
Snakes, Adders, Toads, each loathſome creature crawls 1 
5 around. 4 


LXVI. | 
And here and there, on Trees by lightning ſcath'd, i 
Unhappy Wights who loathed life yhung ; " 
Or, in freſh gore and recent murder bath'd, ö 
They weltering lay; or elſe, infuriate flung 
Into the glcomy Flood, while Ravens ſung 
The funeral dirge, they down the Torrent rowl'd 
Theſe, by diſtemper'd blood to madneſs ſtung, 
Had doom'd themſelves ; whence oft, when Night | 
controul'd Y 
The wor:d, returning hither their ſad Spirits howl'd. "v4 


| LXVII. 
Meantime a moving Scene was open laid; 
That Lazar- houſe, I whilom in my lay 
Depeinted have, its Horrors deep- diſplay d, 
e? And gave unnumber'd wretches to the Day, 
Who toſſing there in ſqualid milery lay. 
Scon as of ſacred light th' unwonted ſmile 
Pour d on theſe living Catacombs its ray, 
3 Through the drear Caverns ſtretching many a Mile, 
ab- The Sick up-rais'd their Heads, and dropp'd their woes 
3 awhile. | 
IX. LXII. 
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LXVIII. 


«« O Heaven ! (they cry d) and do we once more ce 
Von bleſſed Sun, and this green Earth ſo fair? 


« Are we from noiſome Damps of Peſt-houſe free ? 
« And drink our Souls the ſweet ethereal Air? 

% O thou! or Knight, or God! who holdeſt there 
« That Fiend, Oh keep him in eternal Chains ! 

« But what for us, the Children of deſpair, 

„ Brought to the brink of Hell, what hope remains 
Repentence does itſelf but aggravate our pains.” 


LXIX. 


The gentle Knight, who ſaw their rueful caſe, 

Let fall adown his Silver beard ſome Tears, 

«« Certes (quoth he) it is not even in grace, 

« T"undo the paſt, and eke your broken Years : 

«« Nathleſs, to nobler Worlds Repentance rears, 
Witch humble hope, her Eye; to her is given 

« A Power the truly contrite Heart that chears ; 

«« She quells the brand by which the Rocks are riven ; 
She more than merely ſoftens, ſhe rejoices He ave. 


LXX. 


Then patient bear the ſufferings you have earn d. 

And by theſe ſufferings purify the mind; 

« Let wiſdom be by paſt miſconduct learn'd : 

Or pious die, with penitence reſign'd ! 

And to a Life more happy and refin'd, 

«« Doubt not, you ſhall, new Creatures, yet ariſe. 

« Till then, you may expect in me to find, 

« One who will wipe your ſorrow from your Eyes, | 

One who will ſoothe your Pangs, and wing you to the 
Skies,” LXXI | 


| 
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LXXI. 


They fitent heard, and pour'd their thanks in Tears, 
For you (reſum'd the Knight with ſterner Tone) 
« Whoſe hard dry Hearts th' obdurate Demon ſears, 
That villain's Gifts will coſt you many a Groan ; 
* In dolorous Manſion long you muſt bemoan 
His fatal Charms, and weep your Stains away; 
Till, ſoft and pure as infant-goodneſs grown, 
* You feel a perſect Change: then, who can ſay, 
What Grace may yet ſhine forth in heayen's eternal 

«c Day ? * 

LXXII. 


This ſaid, his powerful Wand he wav'd anew: 
Inſtant, a glorious angel - train deſcends, 
The Charities, to-wit, of roſy Hue 
Sweet Love their Looks a gentle radiance lends, 
And with ſeraphic Flame compaſſion blends. 
At once, delighted, to their Charge they fly : 
When lo ! a goodly Hoſpital aſcends ; 
In which they bade each lenient Aid be nizh, 

That could the fick-bed ſmoothe of that ſad Companx 


LXXIII. 


It was a worthy edifying Sight, 
And gives to human kind peculiar Grace, 
To ſee kind Hands attending Day and Night, 
With tender Miniſtry, from Place to Place. 
Some prop the Head; ſome, from the pallid Face 
Wipe off the faint cold Dews weak nature ſheds ; 
Some reach the healing Draught : the whilſt, to chaſe 
The fear Supreme, around their ſoften'd Beds, 

Some holy Man by Prayer all opening Heaven diſpreds. 
Vor. I. . LXXIV. 
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Attended by a glad acclaiming Train, 

Of thoſe he reſcu'd had from gaping Hell, 

Then turn'd the Knight ; and, to his Hall again 

Soft-pacing, ſought of Peace the moſſy Cell: 

Yet down his Cheeks the gems of Pity fell, 

'To ſee the helpleſs Wretches that remain'd, 

There left through Delves and Deſerts dire to yell; 

Amaz'd, their looks with pale Diſmay were ſtain'd, 
And ſpreading wide their Hands they meek Repentance 


ſeign'd. 
LXXV. 


But ah ! their ſcorned day of Grace was paſt : 
Fer (horrible to tell I) a deſert wild 
Before them ſtretch'd, bare, comfortleſs, and vaſt; 
With Gibbets, Bones, and Carcaſes defil'd. | 
There nor trim Field, nor lively Culture ſmil'd ; 
Nor waving Shade was ſeen, nor Fountain fair; | 
But Sands abrupt on Sands lay looſely pil'd, 

Through which they flo undering toil'd with painful 

Care, 


Whilſt Phebus ſmote them ſore, and fir'd the cloudleſi 
Air. 


LXXVI. 


Then, varying to a joyleſs Land of Boge, 

The ſadden d Country a grey waſte appear d; 
Where nought but putrid Streams and noiſome Fog; 
For ever hung on drizzly Auſter's beard ; 

Or elſe the Ground by piercing Caurus ſear' d, 

Was jagg'd with Froſt, or heap'd with glazed Snow: 
Through theſe Extremes a ceaſeleſs round they ſteer d 
By cruel Fiends ſtil] hurry'd to and fro, 


Gaunt Beggary, and Scorn, with many hell-hounds mo,. N 
3 
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The firſt was with baſe dunghill Rags yclad, 
Tainting the gale, in whica they flutter'd Light; 
Of morbid hue his Features, ſunk, and ſad ; 
His hollow eyne ſhook forth a fickly Light; 
And o'er his lank Jaw-Bone, in pitcous plight, 
His black rough Beard was matted rank and vile ; 
Direful to ſee ! an heart-appalling ſight ! 

i Meantime foul Scurf and Blotches him defile; 

te And Dogs, where - e er he went, {till barked all the while. 


LXXVIII. 


The other was a fell deſpightful Fiend : 
Hell holds none worſe in baleful Bower below : 

By Pride, and Wit, and Rage, and Rancour, keen'd ; 
| Of Man alike, if good or bad, the foe : 

| With Noſe up-turn'd, he always made a ſhew 

| As if he ſmelt ſome nauſeous Scent ; his eye 


Was Cold, and Keen, like blaſt from boreal Snow ; 
ful And taunts he caſten forth moſt bitterly. 
Such were the Twain that off drove this ungodly Fry. ; 
* LXXIX. | 
_ Even ſo through Brentford Town, a Town of Mud, 
An Herd of briſly Swine is prick'd along; 
The filthy Beaſts, that never chew the Cud, 
gs Still grunt, and ſqueak, and ſing their troublous 
Song, 
And oft they plunge Abies the mire among: 
ow But ay the ruthleſs Driver goads them on, 
er And ay of barking Dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their unmelodious Moan ; 
mo. Ne ever find they Reſt from their unrelting fone. 
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Occaſioned by the 


DEATH of Mr. Al KMA, a particular 
Friend of the AuTroR's, 


S thoſe we love decay, wedye in Part, 
String after String is ſever'd from the Heart ; 

Till looſen'd Life, at laſt, but breathing Clay, 
Without one Pang is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he, who lateſt feels the Blow, 
Whoſe eyes have wept o'er every Friend laid low, 
Drag'd ling'ring on from partial Death to Neath, 
Till, dying, all he can refign is Breath. 


4744747711774 
VC 


ELL me, thou Soul of her love, 
Ah! tell me, whither art thou fled ; 
To what delightful World above, 
Appointed for the happy Dead ? 


IT. 
Or doſt thou, free, at pleaſure, roam, 
And ſometimes ſhare thy lover's Woe ; 
Where, void of thee, his chearleſs home 


Can now, apps no — know ? 
4 
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III. 
Oh ! if thou hover'ſt round my Walk, 
While, under ev'ry well known Tree, | 
I to thy fancy'd Shadow talk, | 
And every tear is full of thee. 


| 
IV. | 
Should then the weary Eye of Grief, 
Beſides ſome ſympathetic Stream, 
In Slumber find a ſhort Relief, 
Oh viſit thou my ſoothing Dream 
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Miss STANLEY. 


ERE, STanLey, reſt, eſcap'd this mortal Strife, 
Above the Joys, beyond the Woes of Life. 

Fierce Pangs no more thy lively Beauties ſtain, 
And ſternly try thee with a Year of Pain: 
No more ſweet Patience, feigning oft Relief, 
Lights thy ſick Eye, to cheat a parent's Grief : 
With tender Art, to fave her anxious Groan, 
No more thy Boſom preſſes down its own: 
Now well-earn'd Peace is thine, and Bliſs ſincere : 
Ours be the lenient, not unpleafing Tear 


Poems on feveral Occaſions. 345 


O born to Bloom, then ſink beneath the Storm; 
To ſhow us Virtue in her faireſt form; 
| To ſhow us artleſs Reaſon's moral Reign, 
What boaſtful Science arrogates in vain ; 
Th' obedient Paſſions knowing each their part; 
| Calm light the Head, and harmony the Heart ! 
| Yes, we muſt follow ſoon, will glad obey, 
When a few Suns have roll'd their Cares away, 
Tir'd with vain Life, will cloſe the willing Eye: 
"Tis the great birth-right of Mankind 70 die. 
Bleſt be the Bark ! that wafts us to the Shore, 
Where death-divided Friends ſhall part no more : 
T0 join thee there, here with thy Duſt repoſe, 
I all the hope thy hapleſs Mother knows. 


| pþp$++pp$$$$:44$+$$+4+$: 


To. the Reverend 
Mr, MURDOCK, 


= REC TOR of Straddiſball in. Suffolk, 


HUS ſafely low, my Friend, thou can'ſt not fall: 
Here reigns a deep Tranquillity o'er all; 
No noiſe, no care, no vanity, no ſtrife; 
Men, Woods and Fields, all breathe untroubled Life. 
Then keep each paſſion down, however dear; 
Truſt me, the tender are the moſt ſevere. 
P 5 Guard, 
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Guard, while tis thine, thy Philoſophic eaſe, 
And aſk no Joy but that of virtuous Peace; 
That bids defiance to the Storms of Fate: 
High Bliſs is only for a higher State. 
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A 


PF ARATH RASH 
ON THE 


LATT ZA PART of the Sixth Chapter of 


St. MATTHEW. 


HEN my Breaſt labours with oppreſſive Care, 


While all my warring Paſſions are at Strife, 
Oh, let me liſten to the words of Life ! 
RNaptures deep-felt his Doctrine did impart, 
And thus he rais'd from Earth the drooping Heart. 
Think not, when all, your ſcanty Stores afford, 
Is ſpread at once upon the ſparing Board; 
Think not, when worn the homely Robe appears, 
While, on the Roof, the howling 'Tempeſt bears ; 
What farther ſhall this feeble Life ſuſtain, 
And what ſhall cloath theſe ſhiv'ring Limbs again. 
Say, does not Life its nouriſhment exceed? | 
And the fair Body its inveſting Weed? 


And o'er my Cheek deſcends the falling Tear; 


Bebo! 


N 


1 
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Behold ! and look away your low Deſpair —— 
Se the light Tenants of the barren Air: 
To them, nor Stores, nor Granaries belong, 
Nought, but the Woodland, and the pleaſing Song; 
Yet your kind heavenly Father bends his Eye 


On the leaſt Wing, that flits along the Sky. 


To him they fing, when Spring renews the Plain, 
To him they cry, in Winter's pinching Reign ; 


Nor is their Muſic, nor their Plaint in vain : 


He hears the gay, and the diſtreſsſul call, 

And with unſparing Bounty fills them all. 
Obſerve the rifing Lily's ſnowy Grace, 

Obſerve the various vegetable Race ; 


They neither toil, nor ſpin, but careleſs grow, 
vet ſee how warm they bluſh ! how bright they glow ! 


| What regal Veſtments can with them compare 


of 


What King ſo ſhining! or what Queen fo fair! 
If, ceaſeleſs, thus the Fowls of Heaven he feeds, 
If o'er the Fields ſuch lucid Robes he ſpreads ; 


Will he not care for You, ye faithleſs, ſay ? 
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Is he unwiſe? or, are Ye leſs than they? 


"0 


NE Day the God of fond Deſire, 
On Miſchief bent, to Damon ſaid, 
Why not diſcloſe your tender Fire, 
Not own it to the lovely Maid ? 
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The Shepherd mark d his treacherous Art, 
And, ſoftly ſighing, thus reply'd : 

Tis true, you have fubdu'd my Heart, 
But ſhall not triumph o'er my Pride. 


III, 
The Slave, in private only bears 


Your Bondage, who his Love conceals ; 
Bat when his Paſſion he declares, 


You drag him at your Chariot-Wheels.. 
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ARD is the Fate of him who loves, 
Yet dares not tell his trembling Pain, 
But to the ſympathetic Groves, 
But to the lonely liſtening Plain. 


Oh! when the bleſſes next your Shade, 
Oh ! when her Foot-ſteps next are ſeen ; 
In flowery Tracts along the Mead, 
In freſher Mazes o'er the Green. 


Ye gentle Spirits of the Vale, 
To whom the Tears of Love are dear, 
From dying Lilies waft a Gale, 

And figh my Sgrrows in her Ear. 


Oh! 


a 
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Oh! tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 
Tho” Fear my Tongue muſt ever bind; 
Ob tell her that my virtuous Flame 
Is as her ſpotleſs Soul refin'd, 


Not her own guardian Angel eyes. 
With chaſter Tenderneſs his Care, 


Not purer her own Wiſhes riſe, 1 
Not holier her own Sighs in Prayer. | 


But if, at firſt, her virgin Fear, 
Should ſtart at Love's ſuſpected Name, 

With that of Friendſhip ſooth her Ear 
True Love and Friendſhip are the ſame. 


SOS DOSS BOSDOIBSUDOUD 
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J. 
I jaws with my Amanda bleſt, 
In vain I twine the Woodbine Bower; 
Unleſs to deck her ſweeter Breaſt, 
In vain I rear the breathing Flower: 


IT. 
Awaken'd' by the genial Year, 
In vain the Birds around me ſing; 
In vain the freſh'ning Fields appear : 
Without my Love thers is no Spring. 


350 Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, 


rr 


F 


O R ever Fortune wilt thou prove, 
An unrelenting Foe to Love, 

And when we meet a mutual Heart, 

Come in between, and bid us part: 


Bid us ſigh on from Day to Day, 
And wiſh, and wiſh the Soul away; 
Till Youth and genial Years are flown, 
And all the Life of Life is gone? 


But buſy buſy fill art thou, 
To bind the loveleſs joyleſs Vow, 
The Heart from Pleaſure to delude, 


To join the gentle to the rude. 


For once, O Fortune, hear my Prayer, 
And I abſolve thy future Care; 

All other Bleſſings I reſign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine. 


SONG. 
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ON 6 


OME, gentle God of ſoft Defire, 
Come and poſſeſs my happy Breaſt, 
Not Fury-like in Flames and Fire, 
Or frantick Folly's wildneſs dreſt; 


But come in Friendſhip's Angel-Guife : 
Yet dearer thou than Friendſhip art, 
More tender Spirit in thy Eyes, 
More ſweet Emotions at the Heart. 


O come, with Goodneſs in thy Train, 
With Peace and Pleaſure void of Storm, 
And wouldſt thou me for ever gain 
Put on Amanda's winning Form. 
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Nightingale, beſt Poet of the Grove, 
That plaintive Strain can ne er belong to Thee, 
Bleſt in the full Poſſeſſion of thy Love: 


O lend that Strain, ſweet Nightingale, to me! 


Tis 
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"Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched Fate: 
I love a Maid who all my Boſom charms, 
Yet loſe my Days without this lovely Mate;. 
Inhuman Fortune keeps her from my Arms. 


You, happy Birds! by Nature's ſimple Laws 

Lead your ſoft Lives, fuſtain'd. by Nature's Fare; 
You dwell wherever roving Fancy draws, 

And Love and Song is all your pleaſing Care : 


But we, vain Slaves of Intereſt and of Pride, 

Dare not be bleft leſt envious Tongues ſhould blame: 
And hence, in vain, I languiſh for my Bride ; 

O mourn with me, ſweet Bird, my hapleſs Flame. 
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To SERAPHINA. 
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HE Wanton's Charms, however bright, 

Are like the falſe illuſive Light, 
Whoſe flatt'ring unauſpicious Blaze 
To Precipices oft betrays : 
But that ſweet Ray your Beauties dart, 
Which clears the Mind, and cleans the Heart, 
Is like the ſacred Queen of Night, 
* Who pours a lovely gentle Light 
Wide o'er the Dark, by Wanderers bleſt 
Conducting them to Peace and Reſt. 


A vicious 
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A vicious Love depraves the Mind, 
Tis Anguiſh, Guilt, and Folly join'd ; 
But Serapbina's Eyes diſpenſe 
A mild and gracious Influence; 

Such as in Viſions Angels ſhed 

Around the Heav'n-illumin'd Head. 
To love Thee, Seraphina, ſure 

Is to be tender, happy, pure; 

Tis from low Paſſions to eſcape, 

And woo bright Virtue's faireſt Shape ; 
'Tis Extaſy with Wiſdom join'd ; 
And Heaven infus'd into the Mind. 


rr 
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I. 
Thereal Race, Inhabitants of Air, 
Who Hymn your God amid the ſecret Grove; 


Ye unfeen Beings to my Harp repair, 
And raiſe majeſtic Strains, or melt in Love. 


IT. 


_ _ » FZolus's Harp, is 4 muſical Inflrument, which plays 
with the Wind, invented by Mr. Oſwald ; its Properties 
are fully deſcribed in the Caſtle of Indolence. 
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II. 


Thoſe tender Notes, how kindly they upbraid 

With what ſoft woe they thrill the Lover's heart ! 
Sure from the hand of ſome unhappy Maid, 

Who dy'd of Love, theſe ſweet complainings part. 


III. 


But hark ! that Strain was of a graver Tone, 
On the deep Strings bis hand ſome Hermit throws ; 
Or he the ſacred Bard + ; who fat alone, 


In the drear waſte, and wept his People's woes. 
IV. 


Sach was the Song which Zion's Children ſung, 

When by Euphrates' Stream they mace their plaint : 
And to ſuch ſadly folemn Notes are ſtrung 

Angelic Harps, to ſooth a dying Saint. 


WF. 


Methinks I hear the full celeftial Choir, 

Thro Heaven's high Dome their awful Anthem raiſe; 
Now chanting clear, and now they all conſpire 

To ſwell the lofty Hymn, from praiſe to praiſe. 


VI. 


Let me ye wand'ring Spirits of the Wind, 
Who, as wild Fancy prompts you, touch the String, 
Smit with your Theme, be in your Chorus join'd, 
For till you ceaſe, my Muſe forgets to fing. 


} Jeremiah. 
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SOLITU DE. 


AIL, mildly pleafing Solitude, 
Companion of the wiſe, and good ; 

But, from whoſe holy, piercing Eye, 

The Herd of Fools, and Villains fly. 


Oh ! how I love with thee to walk, 
And liſten to thy whiſper'd Talk, 
Which innocence, and truth imparts, 
And melts the moſt obdurate Hearts. 


A thouſand Shapes you wear with eaſe, 
And ſtill in every Shape you pleaſe : 
Now wrapt in ſome myſterious dream, 
A lone Philoſopher you ſeem ; 


Now quick from Hill to Vale you fly, 
And now you ſweep the vaulted Sky, 
A Shepherd next, you haunt the Plain, 
And warble forth your oaten ſtrain. 


A Lover now, with all the Grace 
Of that ſweet Paſſion in your Face: 
Then, calm'd to Friendſhip you aſſume 

ö The gentle-looking HART ORD's bloom; 
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As with her Mus ibo, ſhe, 
(Her Mus1Dox a fond of thee) 
Amid the long withdrawing Vale, 
Awakes the rival'd Nightingale. 


Thine is the balmy Breath of Morn, 
Juft as the dew-bent Roſe is born : 
And while Meridian fervours beat, 
Thine is the Woodland dumb retreat; 
But chief, when evening Scenes decay, 
And the faint Landſkip ſwims away, 
Thine is the doubtful ſoft decline, 

And that beſt Hour of muſing thine. 


Deſcending Angels bleſs thy train, 
The Virtues of the Sage, and Swain; 
Plain Innocence in white array'd, 

Before thee lifts her fearleſs Head : 
Religion's beams around thee ſhine, 

And chear thy Glooms with light divine: 
About thee ſports ſweet Liberty: 

And rapt Urania ſings to thee. 


Oh, let me pierce thy ſecret Cell ! 
And in thy deep receſſes dwell ; | 
Perhaps from Norwoed's Oak-clad Hill, 
When Meditation has her fill, 

I juſt may caſt my careleſs Eyes 
Where London's ſpiry Turrets riſe, 
Think of its Crimes, its Cares, its Pain, 
Then ſhield me in Woods again. 

A 
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RETURN from the Fox-cHAck*. 


A BurLeSqQue Poem, in the Manner of 
5 Mr. Philips. 


HE Fox is kill'd—Dogs, Steeds, and Men return 
In weary Triumph. Foremaſt rides the Squize, 

And leads to ghoſtly Halls of grey renown 
With woodland Honours grac'd, the Fox's fur 
Deſcending decent from the Roof, and ſpread 
O'er the drear Walls with antic Figures fierce 
The Stag's large Front. Hark ! the ſonorous Hora 
Their near approach proclaims : the joyous Troop 
Mix their loud hollows, till the crazy Dome 
Beneath their Uproar ſhakes Not more diſturb'd 
Were Oeta's Caverns, or old Pelian's Dens, 
When, with diforder'd Mirth, to Midnight Bowls, 
Theſſalian Centaurs from the Chace return'd. 
Behold the fuel'd Chimney blazes wide ; | 
The Tankards foam, and the ſtrong Table groans 
Beneath the vaſt Sirloin, Britannia's boaſt ; 
In which, with deſperate knife, her hardy Sons 
Make deep Inciſion, and exulting talk 
Of England's Glory, ne'er to be defac'd, 
While hence they borrow Vigour; or amam 


Inte 

* The greater Part of theſe Verſes were formerly in- 

Jerted in Mr. Thomſon's AuTuUMnN ; but being of a di fe- 

rent Character and Stile from the reft, and rather belong- 

ing ta the Mock Heroich, or Burleſque way of writing, 

it has been judged proper to leave them out there in the 
prefent Edition, and inſert them here, by themſelves. 
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Into the paſty plung'd, at intervals. 
(If Stomach keen can intervals allow) 
Relate at large the wonders of the Day : 
He then is loudeſt heard who topt the Chace, 
Who every maze evolv'd, and every guile 
Diſclos'd ; who knows the Merits of the pack; 
Who ſaw the Villain ſeiz d, and dying hard 
Without complaint, tho by an hundred Mouths 
Relentleſs torn : O glorious he beyond 
His daring Peers ! oft have his fractured Bones 
And diflocated Joints his Virtue ſhewn, 
And generous Ardour for heroic deeds : 
Before him now, to recompenſe his Toils, 
The Chine immenſe, or goodly Pudding ſmoaks. 
Then ſated Hunger bids his Brother Thirſt 
Produce the might Bowl ; the mighty Bow], 
Swell'd high with ftery Juice, fteams liberal round 
A potent Gale, delicions as the breath 
Of Maia, to the love · fick Shepherdeſs, 
On Violets diffus d, while ſoft fhe hears 
Her panting Shepherd ſtealing to her Arms. 
Nor wanting is the brown October, drawn 
Mature and perfect, from its dark retreat 
Of thirty years: the Nritiſb nectar now 
Flames in the light refulgent, not afraid 
Even with the Vineyard's nobleſt boaſt to vie. 
Then thoughtful Vhiſt, beneath a cloud of ſmoke, 
Wreath'd fragrant from the Pipe, each graver Head 
A while compoſes : but the jollier Train 
Of youthful Sportſmen beat the Brick-pav'd Hall 
With vigorous dancing to the ſhrill voic'd Pipe 
And ſounding Tabor ; or romp-loving Miſs 
I; haul'd about, in gallantry robuſt, 

Ar laſt theſe puling idleneſſes laid 
Afide, frequent and full , the dry divan 


Cloſe 


loſe 


Poems on ſeveral Occaſions. 359 
Cloſe in firm Circle; and ſet, ardent, in 
For ſerious drinking. Nor evaſion ſly, 
Nor ſober Shift, is to the puking wretch 
Indulg'd apart ; but earneft, brimming Bowls 
Lave every Soul, the Table floating round, 
And Pavement, faithleſs to the fuddled Foot. 
Thus as they ſwim in mutual ſwill, the talk, 
Vociferous at once from twenty Tongues, 


Reels faſt from Theme to Theme; from Horſes, Hounds, 
To Church or Miſtreſs, Politics or Ghoſt, 


In endleſs Mazes, intricate, perplex'd. 

Mean-time, with ſudden interruption, loud, 

'Th' impatient catch burſts from the joyous Heart : 

That Moment touch'd is each congenial Soul ; 

And, opening in a full mouth'd cry of Joy, 

The laugh, the flap, the jocund curſe goes round; 

While from their Slumbers ſhook, the kennel'd Hounds 

Mix in the Muſic of the Day again. 

As when the Tempeſt, that has vex'd the deep 

The dark Night long, with fainter Murmurs falls : 

So gradual finks their Mirth. Their feeble Tongues, 

Unable to take up the cumbrous Word, 

Lie quite diſſolv d. Before their maudlin Eyes, 

Seen dim and blue, the double Tapers dance, 

Like the Sun wading thro the miſty Sky. 

Then, ſliding ſoft, they drop. Confus'd above, 

Glaſſes and Bottles, Pipes and Gazetteers, 

As if the Table even itſelf was drunk, 

Lie a wet broken Scene! and wide, below, 

Is heap'd the ſocial Slaughter : where aſtride 

The lubber Power in filthy Triumph fits, 

Slumbrous, inclining ſtill from Side to Side, 

Aud itceps them drench'd in potent Sleep till Morn. 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps ſome Doctor, of tremendous paunch, 
Awful and deep, a black Abyſs of Drink, 
Out-lives them all ; and from his bury'd Flock 
Retiring, full of rumination ſad, 
Laments the Weakneſs of theſe latter,Times. 


The End of the firſt Volume. 


